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CHAPTER I. 

'* Segin then to chuse 
This night, as ye use, 
Who shall for the present delight here 
Be a king by the lot." 

Hebbtce. 

NARROW street of the olden time, 
such as you would scarcely find now in 
all Paris, though its counterpart may 
still be seen in the quaint old town 
of Rouen : an ill-paved irregular street, with pic- 
turesque houses, whose upper stories overhung the 
lower and nearly met the houses opposite ; a by- 
way, one of the many connecting the two great 
thoroughfares of " the Ville," — as Paris on the right 
bank was called in the middle ages — the Rue S. 
Denis and the Rue S. Martin ; — that is the place 
in which we are going to look for our hero. The 
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2 THE KING OP A DAY. 

time being the Eve of the Epiphany Festival, iu 
the year of grace 1404. 

He was standing at the door of one of the small- 
est of the quaint houses that winter day ; and though 
he was very poorly clad, and his curling hair had 
been ruffled out of all neatness by a tumultuous 
game with some of the urchins of the neighbour- 
hood, his childish figure had a certain sturdy grace, 
and his beautiful brown face a rare attractiveness, 
which made some of the passers-by turn and look 
at him with interest, and even induced a few to 
stop and enter into conversation with him. 

'* I am eight years old, and my name is Jean, and 
they call me * Cabaret,' because I was born at an 
inn," he said, as quick as lightning, in answer to 
the inquiries of a respectable-looking citizen's wife, 
who, struck by his pretty face, had paused to ques- 
tion him. Meantime he was looking not at her, 
but at a small company of horsemen, who were ad- 
vancing up the street. 

The good woman gave her high cap a Httle toss, 
which set its ribands dancing, stroked down the 
folds of her short woollen petticoat, and went her 
way; somewhat disgusted with the indifference 
which the little fellow showed to the notice of so 
well-dressed a matron. Jean, recking nothing of 
this, stepped over the threshold and out into the 
road, gazing with a sort of rapture at the approach- 
ing cavalcade. Presently he turned his head back 
towards the house he had left. " Mother 1" he 
called, " I think it is the Duke of Bourbon ; the 
two serving-men that ride in front have a blue fleur- 
de-lys for their badge." 
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There was no answer ; but the sound of a wo- 
man's voice was heard singing within, and probably 
the notes of the song drowned thei child's words, 
and prevented his announcement being heard by 
the singer. Yet her lay — ^unconsciously to herself 
— ^had greater significance for those now advancing, 
than for any other knights and nobles in the good 
city of Paris ; for she was singing one of the popular 
ballads about the murder of Blanche of Bourbon, 
whose story was still fresh in all men's minds. 

Translated into English, and modernized, it 
might run somewhat in this way — 

" Qaeen Blanche kneeleth lone in her room, 
— Woe, woe, to the Fleur-de-Iys ! — 
A page stealeth soft through the gloom, 
Lighteth down on his knee. 

' My master, the king, sends thee wine,* 

— Woe, woe, to the Fleur-de-lys ! — 
' He prays thee to drink, Lady mine.' 
' It is well,' answers she. 

She hath taken the cup in her hand ; 
fiee, it droopeth, the Fleur-de-lys ! — 
' I haste to obey his command, 
I will drmk,' sigheth she. 

* But oh France ! oh my country ! farewell. 
Adieu, land of the Fleur-de-lys ! 
Gentle sisters, fond brother, farewell ; 
For I die young,' saith she. 

She hath lifted the cup to her lip, 

— Direst woe to the Fleur-de-lys ! — 

But she pauseth once more ere she sip, 
Kneeleth low on her knee. 
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6 THE KING OP A DAT. 

escaped an accident a few seconds before. " It is 
not the Duke of Bourbon," he said to himself; "they 
are both too young. I suppose it must be the 
Duke's sons; the Count of Clennont, and that 
other. How I wish I had a horse to ride like 
theirs, a horse that would toss its head and put its 
feet up grandly like that ! What are they coming 
back for, I wonder P" 

He was not long left in doubt ; the young noble- 
men stopped when they came close to him, and the 
younger of the two leaning down from his saddle- 
bow, asked kindly, " What is your name, my child, 
and your father's? and who was that we heard 
singing in your house P" 

" It was my mother," said the boy, answering the 
last question first ; " 1 wish she would not sing such 
sad songs, but she ever does, my Lord, except when 
she sings to me. My father is Jacques d'Orron- 
ville — at least the neighbours call him so, because 
he is a Picard, and comes from Orronville ; and my 
own name is Jean." 

He did not mention this time the sobriquet 
which he had received from having been bom in an 
inn, for he suddenly bethought him that he had been 
loquacious enough already. There was an innocent 
fearlessness in his manner, and a grave inquiring 
look in his lovely large eyes, which was indescribably 
winning. Even his namesake, the satirical Jean de 
Clermont, felt it to be so. " Go, fetch one of your 
parents to speak with us," said he aloud ; and then 
aside to his brother he added, " 'Tis a weU-favoured 
child, certainly. I commend your idea of choosing 
him for our Twelfth-day king." 
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At the Count's command, the child darted 
through the small living-room, on which the front 
door opened, into an inner chamber, from which he 
presently issued again, bringing his mother with 
him. She looked a little fluttered — naturally — at 
being called to speak with such grand personages ; 
but there was a simple sweet dignity about her, un- 
common in persons of her class ; and though there 
were marks of pinching poverty in her dress, and 
her hands were rough with toil, her face was no 
ordinary one, but had a peculiar touching beauty, 
which its extreme attenuation and pallor rather en- 
hanced than diminished. As she stood before them, 
curtseying lowly with unconscious grace, the young 
nobles felt instinctively that this woman of the 
people was pure and noble-minded as any high-bom 
lady of their acquaintance. 

They told her that they had been struck by her 
son's bright face, and asked, courteously enough, 
what she intended to make of him, and what was 
her husband's occupation, and her own. 

" My husband is a lance-maker by trade, an it 
please your lordships," she answered quietly ; " but 
he is inflrm and crippled, and can now do nought 
for his living. Thanks be to the saints, I am able 
at most times to earn enough for all our wants ; 
and the good brothers of the Congregation of the 
Trinity, hard by, are always ready to befriend us." 

" And your son, what mean you to make of him P" 

" I know not, my Lords ; he must work for his 
living somehow, when he is old enough. He will 
be proud and pleased to earn money for his father 
— will you not, my little Jean ?" And she put her 
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hand under his chin and lifted his face up to her 
tender gaze. 

" Ay, that will I," said he blithely ; " I mean to 
ask Master Simon, the armourer, to take me into 
his workshop." 

" But would you not like better to be brought up 
as a scholar, and to grow to be a wise and learned 
man, an honour to your parents ?*' asked Louis of 
Bourbon eagerly. 

The child only stared in answer, it was a notion 
he had never contemplated ; but his mother glanced 
up quickly at the boy-prince, and reading somewhat 
of his benevolent intentions in his fair young face, 
answered gratefully, 

" Glad, indeed, my Lord, should I be to see my 
little Jean a holy clerk, skilled in all good learning ; 
though neither his ambition nor mine hath ever 
reached so high till now.*'' 

" Well, then," said Jean de Clermont, who was in 
haste to have the matter settled and done with, 
" bring him to the H6tel Bourbon early to-morrow 
mom, and if the Duke objects not we will make 
him our Twelfth-day king. He shall be dressed in 
brave attire and feasted royally, and afterwards a 
purse of money shall be given him to provide for his 
education and maintenance ; so that he may become 
a learned priest instead of only a working-man." 

The mother's face looked brimful of surprise, and 
of questions which she was too modest to put ; but 
little Jean, less scrupulous, cried out, '* What sort of 
king shall I be, my Lord ? Shall I have a gold 
crown, and will everybody mind me, and shall I 
have heralds to go before me F" 
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''I do not know about the heralds," said the 
Count, laughing ; *" but you shall have a crown cer- 
tainly, and we will all be your vassals for the day." 
He looked as if he were about to ride off without 
more ado ; but Lord Louis, mindful of the anxiety 
written on the mother's countenance, hastened to 
explain. "You do not know, perhaps, that it ia 
the custom of our noble father, every year, on the 
day of the kings, to take some poor child and make 
of him a king for the nonce, and afterwards to take 
care that he be educated in some college or monas- 
tery, and his maintenance duly provided for. So 
hath he done ever since his return from captivity in 
England, now many years ago ; and as at this mo- 
ment there doth not happen to be any child in whom 
he feels special interest, he hath left it to us to 
choose a king for the morrow. Are you content 
that we should make choice of your son ?" 

" T am well content, my Lord, for my own part, 
and grateful to boot ; and Father Ambrose, at the 
monastery, can tell you that my Jean has good 
parts, and is like to make an apt scholar if he will 
but give his mind to it ; but 1 know not whether 
my husband — " 

" We cannot tarry longer," said the Count, whose 
high-mettled horse was pawing the ground impa- 
tiently as if ready to burst away ; " I doubt not that 
your husband will give his consent willingly if you 
make it plain to him, that by choosing your son as 
our little king we undertake to befriend him through 
all his after-Uife. Good day to you. — Come, Louis L" 
and with a good-natured careless nod he dashed off. 

The more thoughtful Louis tarried a moment still. 
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" If your husband likes not the plan you can let us 
know," he said, not without a touch of secret won- 
der that any demur could be made to accepting the 
offered favour; "but be very sure my gracious 
father will be good to the child, and he shall have 
a right happy day to-morrow, if you will let him 
come. Farewell toyou now — and to you, little Jean." 

Jean's mother never forgot the kindly grace of 
that farewell ; the beaming smile shed on her and 
her son irom those boyish eyes, as Louis turned to 
go. She had marked with regret how pale the 
young noble's cheek was, how thin and sharply-cut 
his delicate aquiline features, what a contrast he 
formed to his brother, whose robust and healthful 
manhood was visible at the first glance. "The 
saints preserve him, and reward him for his good- 
ness ! " she said softly, looking after him. "How like 
you the prospect of being a play-king, my Jeannot P" 

" I like it well," he answered, raising his head 
proudly as if he already felt the crown encircling it. 
''I shall be grandly arrayed, shall I not? and able 
to do all that I please. Will they let you and my 
father be there to see ?" 

" Nay, what should a poor woman like me do in 
the Duke's palace ? and your father could not get 
thither even if he would. We must go and tell him 
of all this. I fear me he will not like the plan much." 

A shadow fell on her calm brow, and her fingers 
began to toy nervously with a small wooden cross 
which hung around her neck, as she returned to the 
inner room, leaving the child outside. Evidently 
she felt more timidity in facing her husband than 
in conversing with princes, and no wonder; for 
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before she could open lier lips lie began to grumble 
angrily at her for having been away so long. 

In looking at Jacques d'Orronville, however — 
better known among his friends by the sobriquet 
of ** le m^content " — charity might well pardon 
the sharpness of his tongue, for his expression be- 
tokened the presence of constant physical pain. His 
forehead was scarred, he had lost his right arm, and 
during this winter weather acute rheumatism was 
added to his other sufferings; so that as he sat 
crouching by the wood-fire, which burnt dimly on 
the hearth, he looked like one whom wounds, po- 
verty, and misfortime, had reduced to the lowest 
depths of misery. Scarcely the very lowest though, 
for his threadbare garments were neatly patched and 
darned, and there were traces in the room, as well . 
as in his dress, of a woman's skilfol and tender 
care. Jacques le m^content, all mutilated and beg- 
gared as be was, had such a wife as few peers of 
the realna possessed. 

She bore his reproaches now with the utmost pa- 
tience, and when they ceased told him all that the 
young lords had said to her, urging him with gen- 
tlest persuasion to consent to their plans for her 
son. " For it will doubtless prove a great benefit 
to Jeannot, the brave boy, the jewel I" said she 
tenderly, " although, indeed, it will be hard parting 
with bim if we should be called on to do so." 

•• Then why should I put myself to pain for any 
duke in the world?*' grumbled Jacques surlily. ««He 
will give our Jeannot a purse of money, quotha? 
but pray where gets he the gold but from the pockets 
of our poor citizens, oppressed by unlawful taxes?*' 
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"Nay, nay," rejoined his wife; "men whisper 
that of the Duke of Orleans, but none dare to say 
it of the good Duke of Bourbon ; he is ever more 
ready to give to the people than to take from them." 

" He is the best of a bad lot, but they are ser- 
pents all!" said the impracticable Jacques. "Do 
you think I forget how the streets ran with wine 
and milk from the fountains when our king was 
crowned, and how those same streets ran with blood 
but three years afterwards, the blood of honest men 
like myself? When three hundred of our citizens 
were hanged and drowned without trial, did the 
Duke of Bourbon do aught to prevent it, prythee?" 
, "He did what he could, doubtless, for he is ever 
merciful. Do you not remember, dear husband, 
how one from the Bourbonnois told us but lately 
that when a list was brought to the Duke of the ill* 
deeds of his own vassals, he asked for one of their 
good deeds ; and not finding any such, did presently 
bum the bad one ? I think you need not scruple 
to let our Jeannot taste of his bounty ; and indeed, 
it were scarcely wise to refuse the favour of so great 
a prince." 

" Ay, wise, wise ; that is the way you always 
talk, Marie 1 You will pander to the great, let me 
say what I may ; and will risk neither life nor Kmb 
in the good cause." 

" Not when it is a question of risking your limbs 
rather than mine own," said the good woman, with 
a smile; "for methinks, dear Jacques, you have 
none to spare ; but even for your sake I would not 
do aught of evil knowingly. Only tnist me, it can-* 
not be evil to accept the good Duke's kindness for 
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our little Jean ; you will let me take him to the 
H6tel Bourbon to-morrow, will you not ?" 

" Ay, ay, take him to destruction, and let them 
make a shaven monk of him. It is the way with 
you women," grumbled Jacques, unmollified ; and 
probably his real consent would never have been 
obtained, but that Jean himself made his appear- 
ance at this moment and took upon him to plead 
his own cause with his father. 

Jacques' grudge against the whole race of aris- 
tocracy, and especially against the royal dukes, was 
a thing of long standing. As a young man he had 
joined heart and soul in the revolt of the Maillotins 
— so called from their having armed themselves with 
the leaden mallets which they found in the H6tel 
de ViUe — ^had been enrolled among the civic guard 
established in those days of rebellion, and had re-" 
ceived the wounds which left him maimed and help- 
less for life, while defending the barricades erected 
in the streets of Paris against the soldiers of the 
king. It had been a vain defence ; the army, just 
returned from the victorious iield of Eosebecque, 
soon overpowered the citizens; the taxes for the 
abolition of which the Maillotins had struggled — 
and at first not unsuccessfully — ^were all reimposed, 
the chief rebels put to death, and the others forced 
to resign themselves to the despotic rule of the 
young king, Charles the Sixth, or rather to that of 
his ancles, the ambitious Dukes of Anjou, Berri, 
and Burgundy. 

Jacques le m^ontent only escaped punishment 
by flying from Paris, and taking refuge in the little 
town of OrronviUe in Picardy, which was his wife's 
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native place, and where she had some friends. He 
abode there some twelve years, an^ then a longing 
seized him to revisit Paris — ^for he was a thorough 
Parisian at heart ; so he set off suddenly to return 
thither, taking his wife with him, though she was 
at that time very unfit for a journey. At an inn 
some miles from Orronville, where they stopped to 
rest, little Jean was born ; and as soon as Marie 
was able to rise they journeyed on to their destina- 
tion, and finally established themselves in the small 
street in which we have found them. It was sup- 
posed by the neighbours, and by their little Jean 
himself, that they were all Picards ; and few im- 
agined that they had been in Paris before, or that 
Jacques had had any share in the revolt of 1383. 

Twenty years had passed away since those days 
of fruitless rebeUion, but without bringing much 
change for the better. The king was mad, though 
with occasional intervals of sanity ; the English 
were threatening war ; the queen and her gay bro- 
ther-in-law, the Duke of Orleans, were squandering 
in luxury the public revenues ; and it was rumoured 
that heavier taxes were to be imposed to replenish 
the treasury thus exhausted. " Evil men, and evil 
times!" Jacques would sigh to himself as he sat 
thinking ; and there was indeed much cause for the 
exclamation, for men with evil ambitions and rival- 
ries did abound at that period, and evil men make 
evil times ; but there were good men and true in 
those days too, though the surly Jacques would 
scarcely credit it, and pre-eminent among these 
shone Jean's would-be patron, Louis Duke of Bour- 
bon, sumamed ''le Bon." Uncle to the king on 
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the mother's side, and therefore not endowed with 
such authority as Charles's three paternal uncles, 
already mentioned — ^he had comparatively little 
share in the government of the kingdom ; but in 
Ids private capacity, as friend and adviser of his 
unhappy nephew, he had considerable influence, and 
ever exerted it on the side of right and justice. He 
was greatly loved and trusted by the king, because, 
says the chronicler, " he had never served any mas- 
ter but him, nor had any other ambition or design 
than for the good of the state," and he appears to 
have been almost equally a favourite with the peo« 
pie. Even crabbed Jacques kept a warm comer in 
his heart for him, though he chose to abuse him in 
common with all dukee and princes ; partly because 
he found it next to impossible to say a good word 
of any one, and partly because he saw that these 
indiscriminate railings annoyed his wife. Yes ; for 
this gentle loving wife was made a constant victim 
to the poor man's ill-humour. He did, indeed, 
partly perceive her merits, and would perhaps have 
allowed with the Scotch proverb, that '* next to nae 
wife, a gude wife is the best ;" but he was very fair 
from prizing her as she deserved. The only person 
whom he treated with any indulgence was his son, 
whom he suffered to be as free-spoken as himself, 
delighting in his saucy wit and merriment, and not 
even caring to subject him to a wise control. 

Thus the bright little fellow had grown into a 
much more self-willed, pert, and confident specimen 
of humanity, than children in mediaeval times were 
usually suffered to be ; and had it not been for his 
mother's teaching, would have become a very grace- 
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less little mortal indeed. But she, sweet soul I had 
done her best to counteract the effects of his father's 
spoiling, and to train him in all good and courteous 
ways ; and he loved her well enough to respond to 
her influence in some degree, though not so entirely 
as might have been desirable. 

Grumble as he might, Jacques was not in reality 
altogether ill-pleased at the thought of securing the 
good Duke's protection for his litUe son ; and as 
for the boy himself, having once won from his fa- 
ther the desired permission, he was in such a ^tate 
of excited joy and wonderment at the thought of all 
that was to befall him on the morrow, that he could 
scarce be still or silent a minute, but kept hazarding 
droll conjectures as to what the Duke would say to 
him, what sort of robes would be put on him, and 
what kind of cheer might be expected at the princely 
banquet. His father humoured his garrulity, and *^ 
told him wonderful hearsay anecdotes of grand re- 
pasts given by the nobles and clergy; beginning 
with one by a certain Abb^, at which three thou- 
sand of the choicest dishes were set before six 
thousand guests, and ending with a description of 
the festivities which had taken place more recently 
at the Duke of Berri's residence, on the occasion of 
the marriage of the Duke's daughter, the Countess 
d'Eu, with that very same young Count of Clermont 
whose acquaintance Jean had made that day. But 
presently Jacques grew weary and fell into a doze ; 
and then the mother, drawing her boy towards her, 
soothed him into a graver mood by wistful caresses 
and gentle counsels, telling him the beautiful story 
of the Wise Men from the East, and the star which 
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went before tbem and guided tbem to the maii^er- 
cradle of the Babe of Bethlehem ; interweaving it, 
however, with the legendary lore of the period, 
which threw a strange halo round " the three kin^a, 
Graspar, Melchior, and Balthasar ;" and strayed far 
beyond the simple Bible narrative, into the wide 
field of conjecture and romance. 

Then, seeing that her husband was fast asleep, 
and that it wanted still an hour to supper — partaken 
of in those times about four o'clock, she stole forth 
to a church near, taking the child with her, and 
kneeling down in the shadow of one of the pillars, 
prayed, silently but with unutterable fervour. To 
her husband, to her son, to the young princes, she 
had uttered no word of regret that the destiny 
marked out this day for her little Jean might per- 
haps take him from her loving arms, and leave her 
heart more lonely than before; serenely, almost 
joyously, she had dwelt on the bright prospect 
opening for him; but now, although her grief 
scarcely shaped itself into distinct complaint or pe- 
tition, her tears fell as she recited the Pater-noster, 
and in her fervent Aves there mingled some such 
meaning as this: "Holiest of Mothers, most fa- 
voured yet most sorrow-stricken of all mothers, help 
me, a mother too, but poor and ignorant and sinful, , 
to bear bravely and patiently the parting with mine 
only son !" 

Then she rose up, and went home, calm and 
cheerful once more, a brave-hearted devout woman. 
Her son would be benefited, what matter if she suf- 
fered? It was the will of GoD, who had made 
mothers' hearts so keen to feel. 




CHAPTEE II. 

'* His sport was fiur, his jovaunoe innocent, 
Sweet without soure, and honey without gall, 

And he himself seemed made for merriment, 
Merrily masking both in bowre and hall." 

Sfenbeb. 

I HE early morning found Jean and his 
mother in waiting at the gates of the 
H6tel Bourbon, the court-yard of which 
was astir with esquires, grooms, and 
pages, some of whom were preparing to set forth 
with their lord to attend Mass at Notre Dame, 
while others were making arrangements for the 
festivities which were to take place later in the day. 
It was a cold wintry morn, and a mist-wreath hung 
over the Seine, but it was not one of our dense 
English fogs, and the sun bade fair to vanquish it 
ere the day were many hours older. The air was 
musical with the voices of innumerable bells, for 
the myriad steeples of Paris seemed to vie with 
one another in sending forth these gladsome sounds 
to greet the dawn of the great Festival of the 
Epiphany; and distinct above aU the rest fell on 
little Jean's ear the deep-toned peal from the great 
tower of the Louvre close at hand, though, indeed, 
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its sonorous cadence was rather felt than remarked 
by him, so full was his mind of all that was about 
to happen. 

Once admitted into the court-yard, he could 
think of nothing but the gaily-caparisoned horses 
which the grooms were leading up and down ; and 
had not lus mother kept his hand tightly in her 
clasp and drawn him on, he would certainly have 
lingered among them instead of advancing steadily 
towards the princely mansion. Just as they reached 
the open door of the great hall, they espied among 
the numerous servitors, who were passing out and 
in, one of those who had been in Lord Louis's train 
the preceding day ; and he recognised them almost 
at the same instant, and came kindly towards them, 
greeting Jean by name, and offering to lead him 
into the Duke's presence. 

" Then I had best give him over to your care, 
good sir," said Marie timidly. " I trust he will 
be good, and show himself grateful to our Lord the 
Duke." Then turning to her child she added, 
" Adieu, my Jean, you will return to me for this 
night at least, I trust ; . and I shall go now straight 
to the Cathedral, and watch at the door to see you 
pass in all your finery." 

" Good-bye, dear mother," said the child ; and 
as she let go his hand he murmured regretfully, 
'* I should be a great deal more happy in being a 
king if you might be my queen and sit beside me." 

Yet, child-like, he shook off the regret, and weU- 
nigh forgot the wish as soon as she had left him, 
and trudged blithely across the hall by the side of 
the servitor, entering unabashed, though full of 
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wondering expectation, into the tapestried chamber 
where sat the good Duke of Bourbon. Here, how- 
ever, some measure of awe fell upon him at the sight 
of the princely old man — surrounded by a gallant 
group of noblemen, and gentlemen of the house- 
hold — whom his conductor designated as his patron, 
the Duke; and scarcely would he have dared to 
advance, but that Lord Louis stepped forward and 
beckoned to him encouragingly, at the same time 
calling the Duke's attention to him by saying, 
'^ See, here is our little king, sir ; we must make 
haste to welcome him, and to robe and crown him, 
for it is nearly time to set forth." 

The Duke smiled, and turned to greet the little 
fellow, who, rosy and bashful, scarcely' dared to lift 
his eyes from the ground, and so could see nought 
but the rich robe of crimson silk trinuned with 
costly fur, and the velvet mantle embroidered with 
golden fleurs-de-lys, and could not discern how 
sweet and benignant a face was that of the wearer 
of these splendid garments. 

Louis of Bourbon, at sixty-six years of age, was 
still erect and active, and notwithstanding that he 
had laid aside his armour and was now clad in the 
garb of peace, had a martial air, worthy of the friend 
of Du Guesdin, and the founder of the military 
Order of TEcu d'Or. His countenance was kind 
and thoughtful in its expression, the mouth very 
sweet though firm, the eyes bright, and ever and 
anon gleaming with arch humour, though on the 
brow there was a shadow which many great and 
serious cares — such as the disturbed state of the 
kingdom, the madness of the sovereign, and the 
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great schism which had so long distracted the 
Church — had left indelibly there. 

His voice was pleasant in tone, and his manner 
full of kindness, as, bending down, he said gently, 
** You are welcome, my little one ; look up, and do 
not be frightened ; I trust we shall be able to make 
this quite a gala day to you." 

" Thanks, noble sir," stammered the child, but 
could get no further; seeing which, Lord Louis 
said with a smile, "You will find your tongue 
presently, when you are the little king, and we your 
humble attendants. Come, come and be dressed. 
I will myself see that you are attired in all the 
finery befitting a monarch!" And, followed by 
iBeveral esquires and pages, he led the child away. 

Those who had seen Jean in his threadbare suit, 
advancing clumsily, with his head hung down as 
though contemplating his own bare feet, could 
scarcely recognize him when he reappeared, with 
head erect, eyes sparkling, and step firm ; his smaU 
figure clad in a tunic of rose-coloured silk trimmed 
with ermine ; a mantle of cloth of gold depending 
from his shoulders ; a jewelled necklace, to which 
was attached a gold star embossed with the figures 
of the three Eastern kings, around his neck ; a tiny 
fur cap, with a white plume fastened into it by a 
diamond sprig, on his head ; and his feet encased 
daintily in embroidered shoes, square at the toe — - 
a fashion which had replaced the long-pointed shoes, 
^ lapoulaine, which had been declared by Charles- 
the Fifth to be " contre les bonnes moeurs, et 
invent^ en derision du Cr^teur!" 

With the royal garments Jean had assumed also 
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a right royal bearing; and though the changing 
colour of his cheek still seemed to show that his 
delight was tempered by bashfulness, his beautiful 
eyes were all afire with joy and pride ; and so well 
did this glow of excitement and the unwonted 
costume set off his natural advantages of face and 
figure, that, as he advanced into the room, a pale 
grave gentleman, who was seated near the Duke, 
said softly, " By S. Denis ! a noble-looking child \ 
Is he not, my Lord ? Among all the children who 
have tasted of your bounty I have never before 
seen one so comely or so graceful in bearing." 

"True, De Veeuse," said the Duke smiling; 
" he has certainly a great advantage over his pre- 
decessors, more especially the two last, one of 
whom I remember was rather lame, and the other 
quite a marvel of ugliness. They were good chOd- 
ren, though, and it was not without regret that I 
heard a short while since that the lame one — the 
little Jacquot — ^is dead ; he went to his rest on the 
Eve of S. Thomas. The ill-favoured one, whose 
name I forget, has decided on being a monk as 
soon as he shall be old enough ; and I have given 
my consent, thinking it a good vocation for 
him." 

" In that the cowl wiU conceal his ugliness P'* 
archly suggested the gay young Count of Clermont, 
the Duke's eldest son. 

Louis's eyes shot out a mirthful gleam at this, 
though he answered somewhat gravely, " Nay, nay, 
my son, I had better and weightier reasons. But 
now we must get to horse, for time presses. — Sound 
the call, Eustache ! — And you, my little monarch," 
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addressing Jean, " let us attend you to your litter, 
it is waiting for you in the court-yard." 

At the word "litter" the rosy lips of the little 
king wore a decided pout. " Am I not to ride one 
of those beautiful horses which I saw out yonder?" 
he boldly inquired. 

" 'Tis an ambitious urchin !" exclaimed the Duke, 
laughing; while all around looked astonished at 
the boy's audacity. " But listen, my little sovereign, 
I do not want to have any broken'bones to answer 
for ; so, as no doubt you are not used to bestride 
a horse, it will be best for you to ride in the litter 
prepared for you. You will be in good company, 
for the ladies will proceed to church in the same 
manner." 

" Simon the armourer has often let me mount 
the horses whose steel trappings he makes," rejoined 
the undaunted Jean, but in a more modest tone 
than that in which he had spoken before. " And 
indeed, my Lord, he said the other day that I had 
as good a seat as any knight of them all. I wish I 
might ride to church like a real king V^ 

** Well, you are monarch here, and so entitled to 
choose," said Duke Louis playfully, "therefore 
you shall have your wish ; but pray, your majesty, 
be pleased to remember that youth should be ever 
modest, even when clad in kingly dress." 

" Thanks, thanks, gracious sir," said the child, 
thinking a great deal more of the permission to 
ride on horseback than of the injunction to modesty, 
but something in the fair face of the young Lord" 
Louis made him wonder for a moment whether he 
had been guilty of the oyerboldness which his 
mother had warned him against. 
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Just then a rustle of silk was heard in the hall, 
and down flocked the ladies — the Duchess of Bour- 
bon and her daughter Isabelle, the Countess of 
Clermont, and a bevy of their friends and attendants ; 
the married ladies wearing the immense towering 
head-dresses which Queen Isabeau had brought 
into fashion, with two horns on either side, from 
which floated ribbons of divers colours ; the maidens 
arrayed in somewhat less ponderous head-gear, con- 
sisting of only (yne peaked erection, with a long veil 
depending from the top. They took their places 
in the litters, while the little king looked on, con- 
gratulating himself on not being obliged to follow 
this feminine example ; though somewhat strange 
did he feel when he was presently lifted upon a 
stately charger, arrayed in velvet housings em- 
broidered with golden fleur-de-lys. He held up 
his head, however, and showed himself worthy of 
the commendation whicb Simon the armourer had 
bestowed on him — so much so, indeed, that as he 
rode out of the court-yard between the Duke of 
Bourbon and the Count of Clermont, they inter- 
changed a smile of amused approval, as much as to 
say, "The little fellow did not boast of himself 
without cause." They rode rather slowly on his 
account ; yet the river was crossed, and the Cathedral 
reached only too soon for Jean, who was too well 
aroused with his progress through the streets to be 
quite in the humour for devotion. 

The great square was well-nigh filled with the 
retinues of noble lords and princes, and the Dauphin 
himself had come thither that day to implore the 
intercession of the kings of the East in behalf of 
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his father, at this time suffering from one of his 
periodical attacks of insanity. The paved interior 
of the church soon became covered with worshippers, 
some glittering in silk and velvet and cloth of gold, 
some in the distinctive dresses of the various con- 
fr^ries, others in penitential garments of black, grey, 
or white, and others again in the simple cassocks 
of homely stuff, which marked them out as belong- 
ing to the poorer classes. There they knelt together 
even the homeliest dress catching rich gleams of 
orange, purple, and crimson lustre from the gor- 
geous windows which then adorned the Cathedral 
— there they knelt, while on either side of them 
were ranged the long lines of statues, " kneeling, 
standing, equestrian, men, women, children, kings, 
bishops, soldiers," all cubninating in that colossal 
statue of S. Christopher — the great strong simple- 
minded hero of mediaeval legend, — ^the fame of 
which was spread throughout Christendom. There 
they knelt, the eyes of most of them turned towards 
the high altar, and towards the quaint representa- 
tion fixed above it of the event which they had 
come thither to commemorate. In no wise strange 
or childish, but very beautiful, no doubt, seemed to 
them that artificial group of cunning workmanship, 
those waxen figures of the mother-maid and her 
wondrous Child, that venerable S. Joseph leaning 
on bis staff, those three adoring kings in regal robes 
and crowns ; nor did the quaintly-shaped manger, 
and the ox and ass peeping out as it were from be- 
hind it, at all lessen to their apprehension the 
solemnity of the mimic scene. 

The Jyake of Bourbon and his family held illu- 
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minated missals in their hands, for they could read — 
an accomplishment by no means universal even so 
late as the fifteenth century — and the eyes of the 
young Lady Isabelle and her brothers were constant 
to their books, while other less instructed or less 
devout damsels and gallants were staring, whisper- 
ing, and sometimes even laughing, unmindful of 
the holy words uttered by the Pnests and choir. 
Our little king was among the illiterate ones, so 
first he looked well at the waxen group above the 
altar, then at the rich dresses of the bishops and 
priests officiating, then at the more gaudy attire of 
the worshippers around him ; and scarcely would 
his thoughts have turned at all to the religious 
service, in which he was supposed to be engaged, 
had it not been for two sights which met his roam- 
ing gaze. Thfi first was that of a poor woman, 
clad in a cloak and hood of coarse grey stuff, who 
knelt a little apart from the rest of the people, her 
hands reverently clasped, her eyes either drooped de- 
voutly or raised to dart swift glances of infinite but 
anxious love on the bright face and gaily robed form 
of the little Jean himself. In this woman he recog- 
nized his mother. The second was that of the 
evident devotion of the young Lord Louis. Frank, 
sweet, and good, as his countenance had seemed 
while he was playfully arraying his father's proteg^ 
in garments of mimic royalty, it was still sweeter 
and more beautiful now as he knelt at his prayers, 
his head a little bent, his dark eyelashes sweeping, 
his almost colourless cheek, his whole face settled 
into the pure grave repose which one often sees in 
^he carved faces of the corbels supporting the arches 
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of our old cathedrals. If, to quote the words of a 
miracle-play of the period, his sister Isabelle looked 
" fair and fresh as rose on thorn," his was the lily- 
whiteness which, in its almost unearthly purity, 
seemed to draw the thoughts of the gazer upwards 
to his unseen angel guardian, who doubtless even 
then was wafting up the boy's pure orisons to the 
ear of Him whose face those blessed angel- watchers 
do " always behold." Eeminded of his own duty 
by the anxious gaze of his mother, and by the rapt 
devotion of the young noble at his side, Jean 
at length recalled both eyes and thoughts from 
their wanderings ; and while the sacred chants 
arose from the lips of the choristers, flooding the 
vast cathedral with music, his childish soul rose 
a Httle way with them ; in a simple ignorant fashion, 
yet honestly enough, he lifted up his heart towards 
the Divine Babe of Bethlehem, and adored with 
the Magi. 

Ere long the service was over, and out flocked 
the congregation, the Duke of Bourbon and his 
family pausing on their way to horse, to distribute 
alms to the beggars who crowded round the cathe- 
dral porch. When once more mounted on his 
splendid charger, Jean looked about for his mother. 
There she was, standing within the shadow of the 
doorway ; and oh, what fervour of admiration was 
in those loving eyes of hers ! The child scarcely 
knew what a gaUant picture he made, and how 
well his gauds became him, till he saw it all written 
there in his mother's face. He lost sight of her 
again as he rode on, but this time he did not for- 
get her ; and when he arrived at the Hdtel Bourbon, 
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aud was placed in the seat of honour at the great 
banqueting-table in the hall, he did truly wish that 
his mother were sitting beside him as his queen. 
Before the banquet was served, the ceremony was 
gone through of appointing attendants of various 
ranks and ages to wait upon our little king during 
the meal, and be at his bidding throughout the 
day. The Duke himself Assigned them their vari- 
ous offices with many playful formalities ; and great 
was the mirth when Lord Louis was chosen as 
body-squire — or "squire of honour," as it was 
often called by way of honourable distinction — and 
made graceful obeisance to his little master and 
monarch, promising to do him true fealty and 
service in that important capacity. Jean entered 
heartily into the spirit of the jest, saluted his new 
courtiers with great readiness and naivety and 
found royal prerogatives exceedingly convenient 
and agreeable. It was so pleasant to the little 
sturdy imperious nature to find such a glorious 
opportunity of having its own will and way, and to 
be able to order everybody about, without any 
danger of being snubbed in return 1 Fortunately 
he did it so gaily and prettily that none could take 
offence ; with much laughter and ostentatious assi- 
duity his high-born attendants obeyed his royal 
behests, and there was almost a danger when the 
feast began that this most popular little sovereign 
would be fairly killed with kindness. 

Strange sight indeed it was to him, whose daily 
food had been black bread, vegetables, or a little 
common fish, to see the rich viands which covered 
the ducal table ; much perplexed was he when the 



THE KING OF A DAY. 29 

various dishes had been duly carved for him by his 
" carving-squire," and set before him by an obse- 
quious though somewhat giggling little page, what 
to choose among so many dainties. Should it be 
white soup flavoured with cream of almonds ? or 
&esh-baked lampreys ? or jelly coloured with colum- 
bine flowers ? or roasted heron ? or stewed capon ? 
or quinces in comp6t P or roasted crane ? or custard 
royal, with a leopard of gold sitting therein, and 
holding a fleur-de-lys ? 

He would have been sorely puzzled, had not the 
good-natured Louis, his devoted body -squire, guided 
his choice almost without seeming to do so ; but 
as it was, he feasted royally;' and between the 
courses — which did not consist of fish and meat 
and pudding separately, as in more modem times, 
but of countless dishes of each of these mingled 
together indiscriminately, — ^he had leisure to admire 
the strange entremets which were then brought 
in and placed on the table. Doubtless many of 
these were much after the fashion of those " sotyl- 
ties" which the old chronicler Fabyan so minutely 
describes ; as for instance this — " A sotyltie named 
a tigre, lokyng in a mirrour, and a man syttynge 
on horsebacke, clene armyd, holding in his armys 
a tigre whelpe, with this reason, * Par force sanz 
reson ie ay pryse ceste beste,* and with his one 
hand makynge a countenance of throwynge of 
mirrours at the great tigre, the which held this 
reason, * Gile le mirrour ma f^te distour.' " 

The last of these aforesaid " sotylties," which 
appeared at the Duke of Bourbon's table, was a 
more solemn one, in honour of the day, represe*^^ 
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ing the Magi, with a great gold star suspended 
over their heads, and little heaps of gold, frankin- 
cense, and myrrh in front of them, and this received 
great and grave admiration from all assembled, 
but before it appeared there was not much conver- 
sation, as the most part of the company were 
valiant trencher-men, and bent on doing justice 
to the good things on the Duke*s hospitable board. 

If there were not talk there was music. At 
the further end of the hall were a number of 
minstrels, who vied with one another in producing 
gladsome melodies befitting the occasion; and in 
the middle of the repast^ a number of young child- 
ren clad in rose-coloured silk made their appear- 
ance in a gallery above the minstrels, and sang in 
chorus a ballad about the kings of the East, ending 
with a quaintly turned compliment to the little 
play-monarch of the hour. Then making a pro- 
found reverence to all the company, and to his 
small majesty more especially, they vanished as 
suddenly as they had come. 

To Jean it all seemed like fairy-land, only that 
he had heard fairies lived on honey-dew, which 
would not, he thought, have been half such agree- 
able fare as the rich repast before him. 





CHAPTEE ni. 

** WHlflt da genan erbhien was sioh xiemt, 
So frage nur bei edlen Franen an !'* 

Gk>BTHB« 

HEN the banquet was over, the little 
king was asked by some of the knights 
and nobles, who condescended to act 
as his attendants, whether it was his 
good pleasure that they should attend him to the 
court-yard, there to witness a mystery which was to 
be peiformed by the Duke's own company of actors, 
on a temporary stage erected for the purpose. To 
this be assented with a very good grace, for he 
thought to himself that it would doubtless be a 
brave show ; and so in truth it was, though strange 
and irreverent would it appear in the eyes of a little 
boy of our own days. The subject represented was 
the Adoration of the Magi ; and there were several 
scenes, in which the three wise men were shown, 
first, as setting out on their journey, then as con- 
versing with Herod, and finally, as kneeling in 
lowliest worship before the Infant Saviour in His 
manger-cradle. They were all in splendid garb; 
and one of them was black as ebony — ^in accordance 
with tradition — and so fantastically arrayed, that at 
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his first appearance Jean very nearly laughed. He 
was fully interested for a while, but at length got 
tired of the long grave speeches which were uttered 
by the various holy personages, and of the prosings 
of Herod and the Scribes ; being too young to ap- 
preciate the beautiful quaint pieces of ^^sdom and 
piety which were scattered here and there through 
the dialogue, and too heedless to grasp the true 
meaning of the performance. 

He was not sorry, therefore, when it came to an 
end, and games of various kinds began, which lasted 
through the remainder of the afternoon, at least, 
till the serving of a second banquet, which was 
hardly less sumptuous than the first. 

Nothing had been said as yet of what was to be- 
come of the little king afterwards, or what school 
he was to attend ; he was treated with homage and 
reverence — albeit of a playful kind — ^almost as if he 
liad been a real sovereign: his wishes were con- 
sulted, his amusement studied, and not until sun- 
down was he made to remember that the splendid 
pageant in which he was taking part was inU a 
pageant after all. It was hard to him then to feel 
that the short day of triumph and splendour was 
over, and that he must put on his own shabby 
clothes, and turn into a poor child again. The red 
Kps pouted, and the bright eyes looked woeful, as 
the young lords, who were acting as his valets, con* 
ducted hun to the tiring-chamber, and took off from 
him his gorgeous mantle and necklace of curious 
workmanship ; and when they began to unfasten his 
robe of crimson silk there was sometHing very like 
a struggle. 
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'' Quiet, then !" said one of his attendants, giv- 
ing him a little shake ; " you have had your day of 
pleasure, so do not be ungrateful enough to turn 
unruly now." 

" They do not shake kings," said the child pas- 
sionately ; '* and I am still a king while I have the 
crown on !" 

" Then that matter is soon settled," answered a 
page, laughing, and putting out his hand to snatch 
the crown off; but Lord Louis prevented him. 

"Be not so hasty, Eaymond," he said gently, 
'' it would be ill done of us to send the child away 
in tears, when my noble father meant that this day 
should be all gladness to him. — ^Look you here, 
Jean, you shall come and see us again to-morrow, 
and shaU dine at the Duke's own table, for such is 
his pleasure, and be sure he will feast you well. 
Then if your mother will come to fetch you, a purse 
of money shall be given her for your use, and you 
shall be sent where you may get good store of learn- 
ing. So now be docile, and put on this strong new 
suit of clothes which my father has allowed me to 
give you in place of the old ones you doffed this 
morning. See I will not this keep the cold out?" 
And he held up smilingly a little coat of frieze, 
common enough in comparison with those garments 
of mimic royalty which Jean had just been wearing, 
but good of its kind, and the most suitable garb for 
a boy of his class. 

Jean had ceased to struggle, but was pouting and 
mournful still ; and when Louis took the crown off, 
and laid a gentle hand on the ermine collar of his 
tunic, great tears of mortification rose to his eyer- 

D 
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It had not been so with the last year's king, for 
he was a timid sickly child, who had been more 
frightened than pleased at haying to act a royal 
part, and was glad enough to turn into his own 
humble self again ; and some of the play-monarchs 
of preceding years had enjoyed the day like a game, 
had really played at being king, and thought it no 
more than natural that their pleasant play should 
end when bed-time came ; so Jean's resistance was 
wholly unexpected. It was not, therefore, wonder- 
ful that the young noblemen, who had been seeking 
only amusement, were surprised and annoyed at his 
sullenness, and disposed to send him away as quickly 
as might be ; though they might well have felt re- 
buked by the greater kindness and forbearance of 
the Duke's young son, who, even in his mirth, re- 
membered that his father had designed this yearly 
fete as a work of charity — " done for the love and 
reverence of God," as the chronicler says — and that 
it would be a pity an action thus charitably intended 
should prove hurtful to its object. 

"What is it grieves you?" he said, stooping 
down, and looking kindly in the little indignant 
face. " You should leave it to women to care for 
gauds, such as dress and the like; my father's 
valiant friend, the great Marechal de Boucicant, 
says it is unworthy of a Christian man to be curious 
in his attire or in his fare." 

" Ah, but I should like to be a real king," said 
the child proudly. " I do not want to be a poor 
boy, as I was before." 

"Yes; but that is your own rightful station; 
and remember that our good Lobd so glorious. 



THE KING OF A DAY. 35 

Who is reigning as a great King in Heaven, did 
yet for our sakes lay aside His glory, and come to 
earth as a poor child, clad in common clouts, and 
lying in a manger." 

" Louis speais like a very clerk !'* said his cousin, 
the page Eaymond, who was being trained up in 
the Duke of Bourbon's household according to the 
custom of the time ; but the companion whom he 
addressed answered in a low tone, " I cannot mock 
at his devotion, it is so like that of the holy saints, 
whose lives are read to us on fete days ; and Maitre 
Pierre de Chantelle says that such early wisdom is 
a mark of chiefest grace." 

So little Jean thought, too, though he could not 
have put it in such words. He gazed with wonder- 
ing reverence at the young noble, who spoke so like 
a priest, and listened patiently to his words, associ- 
ating them with the waxen figure he had seen at 
Notre Dame that day. " But the Babe had a white 
robe sprinkled with stars," said he ; "I marked it 
well in the church this morning ; and a golden ring 
all round His head that looked well-nigh like a 
crown." 

" Yes, the good priests put that rich garb on His 
waxen semblance in token of reverence," said Louis ; 
" but do not think our dear Lobd Himself had any 
such bravery. His blessed mother was a poor wo- 
man ; and her husband, S. Joseph, laboured as a 
common carpenter. Did you not know that ?" 

" I had heard it, methinks." 

"But now you will remember it? Ay, I am 
sure you will." 

" Yes, truly I shall," said Jean ; " and I shaU 
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tell it to my &ther, for I think he must have for- 
gotten it too." 

This naive remark, and its nnconscions signifi- 
cance, made the young men laugh. They were glad 
that Jean had recovered his good-humour, and 
watched him with not unfri^idly amusement as he 
now took off with his own hands the silken coat, 
and contentedly put on the garments of frieze. 

"I thank you, my Lord," he said, looking up 
brightly at Louis when his toilette was completed, 
*' and I thank everybody for my happy day." 

" Ah, that is spoken like your own blithe little 
self," was the cordial answer. *' Now, farewell for 
a while, but be sure you come again to-morrow at 
ten." 

" Give you good even, my Lord, and yon. Lords 
all," said the little fellow, making a respectful salute 
to the whole company in the way his mother had 
taught him. 

*^ Good even, little one," they responded ; and 
LouiB called to the servitor who had been Jean's 
friend from the first, and who was now about to 
accompany him home, saying, "Take care of the 
child, Eustache, and see him safe to his mother, 
and tell her that he has acquitted himself right 
weU." 

This was welcome news to Marie, who had passed 
the day in a mixture of jov and fear — joy at her 
son's good fortune, and anxiety lest he should anger 
the kind Duke, and injure \na own prospects by 
some piece of childish misbehaviour. She greeted 
him joyfully on his return, and willingly consented 
'» his going to the H6tel Bourbon again the next 
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day, promising herself to fetcli him from thenoe in 
the afternoon, as Lord Louis had directed. 

So when dinner was served the next morning in 
the great hall, little Jean, in the homely but neat 
dress which his patron had given him, was among 
the guests, and was allowed to take his place at the 
table of honour, not far from the Duke himself, 
though, in general, even visitors of the noblest birth 
were not permitted this privilege, as the Duke was 
not fond of being talked to at dinner, and usually 
had none near him, says his biographer, but the 
esquires who waited on him and carved for him, 
and Baudequin Mesclin, his good maitre d'h6tel, 
who provided for all his needs. There were many 
guests present that day, for the Bourbon hospitality 
was well known ; and the same bic^rapher tells us, 
that during the King's attacks of illness, all those 
who visited the palace, and found that Charles was 
too ill to hold his Court, and that no preparation 
had been made for their entertainment, were accus- 
tomed to say, " Come, and let us dine at the hotel 
of the Duke of Bourbon, we shall be welcome there," 
a suggestion which seems to have been unhesitat* 
ingly acted on ; " dont le due," we are told, " estait 
moult joyeux." Nothing more kindly and unaf- 
fectedly cordial than his greetings to his guests 
could be imagined; and great was his care that 
they should be well placed and luxuriously served, 
though' he himself ate and drank but in frugal 
measure, observing the rules of self-denial, which 
he and his hardy companion in arms, the gallant 
Boucicaut, had long ago set themselves. 

Jean was not so bewildered by the various dishes 
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as he had been on the preceding day, and being now 
only the humblest guest present, instead of the little 
King of the Feast, was less noticed, and had more 
leisure for listening and looking about him. I am 
not sure that he quite sympathized with his host's 
taste for having the "gestes" of "the most re- 
nowned princes, formerly Bangs of France," read 
aloud during dinner, nor that the work selected on 
this particular occasion, Christine de Pisan's " Livre 
des Faicts et des Bonnes Moeurs du grand Eoi 
Charles V.," struck him as particularly interesting, 
though it was considered one of the literary master- 
pieces of the age, and was listened to by his friend 
Lord Louis with the brightest attention. Still 
there were some grand bits about feats of arms 
which caught his ear now and then, and he mar- 
velled much to hear it said by one who sat near 
him that the writer was a lady, a fair and courtly 
dame, who had sometimes honoured that very table 
with her presence. 

When dinner was over, and grace had been said 
by Maitre Pierre de Chantelle, the Duke's chaplain, 
many of the guests bade a courteous farewell to 
their entertainer, and went away, while others re- 
mained, and gathered round the fire, discussing the 
news, the Duke meantime giving audience to any 
person who chose to come and speak with him, 
whether to prefer a petition or for any other cause. 
Even the poor people, who had been waiting in the 
court-yard to receive the broken fragments of the 
meal, were freely allowed access to him if they had 
aught for his hearing ; and while these and others 
came and went, Jean was permitted to sit on a little 
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stool at the Duke's feet, and watch what passed. 
Some minds, even at eight years old, are quick to 
catch impressions from what they see ; and not all 
his father's representations of the selfishness, avarice, 
and cruelty of the whole race of the nobility, had 
gone so far to convince Jean, as did now the sight 
of the courtesy, charity, and kindness of "Louis 
the Good" go towards impressing him with a con- 
viction to the contrary. 

Presently his own turn came to be addressed, for 
the crowd of applicants had at length dispersed; 
and turning to him, the Duke said mildly, " Now, 
my little one, we must think of your welfare, and 
my trusty maitre d'h6tel shall make a quete for you 
among my knights and squires. See, here are forty 
livres to begin the collection, and the money shall 
be given to your good mother to maintain you at 
school, so that you may not need to work for your 
livelihood, but may get thoroughly instructed, and 
become a wise and learned man." 

** I do not want to go to school," said Jean, 
twisting himself round so as to look up in his 
patron's face, having forgotten to rise when the 
Duke addressed him ; " I should like to be allowed 
to play till I am old enough to go to the wars ; 
there is no use in crabbed books." 

" Hush, you are speaking foolishly now," said 
the Duke chidingly ; " there is great use in books, 
as even / know, though my store of learning is but 
small compared with what you may acquire if you 
will. My good chaplain can tell you how much 
profit learning brings to those who are diligent in 
their studies." And he looked round for his be 
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loved confessor, who was standing not far from 
him. 

"You have mnch to learn indeed, my son," said 
the priest, drawing nearer, "since you have not 
even been taught to stand when your superiors 
speak to you," — Jean reddened, and started up, — 
" but I suppose I should rather speak to you of the 
pleasantness of the learning which may be found in 
books. Now, while you are so little and childish, I 
dare say nothing seems to you so pleasant as play, 
but you must take it on trust that there are higher 
pleasures than that; and hereafter, when by dili- 
gence you have mastered the first difficulties of 
learning, you will know the keen delight of drink- 
ing in new stores of wisdom day by day." 

"And God has given you a bright wit, me- 
thinks," said the Duke, " so if you will but use it, 
knowledge will come easier to you than to those by 
nature dullards. At any rate, learn you must, and 
so I counsel you to learn cheerfully," he ended, 
with a smile. 

Jean had so seldom heard a "must" that he did 
not feel its force as much as many children would 
have done ; but instinct told him that it would be 
vain as well as wrong to bandy words with the 
Duke, and he remained rather sulkily silent. 

" I hskd thoughts of getting you admitted into 
the ' College des Bons Enfans,' in the Hue S. Vic- 
tor," — continued Duke Louis. 

" I think, sire, he is almost more fit for a ' Col- 
lege des Mauvais Enfans,' if there be such an one 1" 
interposed the Count of Clermont, with a laughing 
glance at Jean's sullen face ; but his father went 
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on without noticing the interruption, "However, 
as I hear you have a good mother, who has no 
other child, and can ill spare you, I think it will be 
better for you to attend the day-school held by the 
Brothers of S. Germain TAuxerrois." 

" Then I need not leave my mother P Oh, thanks, 
monseigneur !" cried the child, with glistening eyes, 
all his sullenness vanishing. 

" No, you can bide with her for the present, at 
any rate, and need but quit her side for a few 
hours each day. Now are you content?" 

" Ay, it is not so bad now," said the little fellow, 
nodding. As much as to say, " I can bear it, since 
I am not to be shut up all day long with the monks 
and the books, and away from my parents and my 

play." 

"Very well; then take the hand of my good 
maitre d'h6tel, and go round with him, and see 
what you can get," said the Duke, with a smile. 

Jean obeyed, yielding his little fat hand confid- 
ingly to the hearty grasp of Baudequin Mesdin, 
who led him round the circle, holding out a silver 
cup to receive the gratuities of each in turn. The 
knights gave a franc apiece, or sometimes more, 
and the squires half a franc, so by the time the qu6te 
was ended a hundred francs had been collected ; and 
when the forty livres given by the Duke had been 
added to the contents of the cup, and Baudequin 
began to count it over previous to depositing it in 
a stout leathern bag, Jean looked on in speechless 
wonder and delight, thinkmg to himself, ** Now my 
mother and father shall have nice new clothes like 
mine, and I will get my mother to have roast ca- 
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pons for dinner always, like those I ate of yester- 
day." 

" My sister Isabelle wishes to see the child, sire ; 
may I take him to my mother's bower-room awhile ?" 
said Louis, now coming forward and addressing his 
father. 

** Yes, you may take him ; but bring him with 
you into the chapel for the office of Nones. His 
mother will come for him after that," was the 
reply. 

So Jean was taken to the saloon, where the 
Duchess of Bourbon, her little daughter Isabelle, 
and the Countess of Clermont, sat at work with 
their bower-maidens. Two pages were in waiting 
at the door, and another — ^the Duke's nephew, be- 
fore mentioned — was sitting on a cushion at the 
Duchess' feet, singing a ballad about a " preux che- 
valier," who had been fortunate enough to rescue a 
fair lady who had been taken captive by a giant. 
After the momentary intemiption, caused by the 
entrance of Louis and his protege, the song went 
on as before ; and Jean found it so charming, that 
when it was ended he cried out eagerly, " Oh, sing 
something else !" 

The ladies-in-waiting looked intensely scandal- 
ized ; and Louis blushed as if he himself had been 
guilty. 

" Hush, little malapert, none sing here but at my 
lady-mother's request," said he. "Pardon him, 
gracious mother, for I am sure he meant no harm." 

" These are ill times, in which even babes do for- 
get the respect due to their superiors," said the 
^uchess, sighing; "it was not so when I was 
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yoimg; but indeed I liave ever thought that tlie 
simple folk of our Dauphiny of Auvergne, among 
whom I lived then, were wiser in all good and 
mannerly lore tlian the sharper-witted people of 
this turbulent city." 

*• Yet our Parisians can be the most courteous of 
all people when they will, dear mother," answered 
Louis respectfully ; " and this child here is going to 
be a right well-ordered, grave, and learned man 
some day, for my noble father is going to send him 
to school, and he is to be trained up for the priest- 
hood. 1 brought him here that Isabelle might see 
him." 

' " What a bright face he has !" said Isabelle, glad 
of an excuse to lay down the tapestry-work which 
she — being but twelve years old, and full of spirits 
— sometimes found rather wearisome. "Prythee, 
Cousin Eaymond, fetch me my box of raspberry 
confection from yonder table. I dare say the little 
one is fond of sweets." 

. It was a kind of dried sweetmeat, composed of 
raspberry juice, honey, and some other ingredients, 
and allowed to harden till it could be taken up in 
the fingers, like our modem sugar-plums; Jean 
was nothing loth to partake of it, and was allowed 
to sit down on a mat by the fire to munch it at his 
leisure, while Isabelle asked her brother to play a 
game at chess with her. 

" Nay, nay, Isabelle, do not be so idle," said the 
Duchess; "come back to your work. — And you, 
Louis, see if you can repeat to us those good verses 
of Eustache Deschamps, which we strove to teach 
you a week ago." 
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Both the young people did as they were bid; 
and the graceful Louis drew himself up into an 
attitude of most respectful attention, as, standing 
before his mother, he repeated — 

" YouB qui Youlez I'ordre de Chevalieri 
n Tous conyient mener nouYelle Tie { 
Deyotement en oraison yeillier, 
Pechi^ fair, orgueil et yillainie ; 
L'^glise derez deffendre, 
La veuye aussi rorphelin entreprendie, 
Estre hardb, et le peuple garder : 
Prodoms loyauz sanz rien de Tautruy prendre, 
Ainsi se doit Chevalier gouyemer." 

" You are a right good pupil, Louis," said his 
sister-in-law, the Countess ; " now Raymond here 
cannot even remember the two short couplets which 
I tried to teach him at the same time." 

" I know it began * Chevaliers en ce monde cy,* 
dear lady," said Eavmond, with something very 
like a yawn, " and I know it was to the same pur- 
port as most of the other rhymes I have learnt since 
1 came to my uncle's, which all go to prove that a 
good knight must be a saint and a warrior rolled 
into one." 

" You will be neither the one nor the other if you 
do not improve," was the spirited reply. ** I saw 
you laugh and shrug your shoulders when my gra« 
cious father-in-law was quoting yesterday those no- 
ble words, that 'the lands of kings and knigbts 
have been given to them in order that they may 
defend the people.' " 

Her brilliant eyes were full of reproach; but 
"Raymond answered lightly^ "Ah, now you have 
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brouglit back those couplets to my memory ! Do 
not say I camiot remember them, for thus they run — 

' Cheraliera en oe monde cj 
Ke peuyent yivre sans boucy j 
Hb doivent le peuple defendre 
Et lenr sang pour le Foy eepandre,' 

only yon know I like those lines about ' Anges de 
Paradis' much better, for my homage goes ever to 
the ladies." 

"Ah, those were written for the tournament 
which was held at S. Denis, in the year 1389," 
said the Duchess. 

"And you sat there smiling sweetly, gracious 
aunt, did you not P while the minstrel sang — 

' Servants d'amonr, regardez douoement 
Aiix ^chafikuts Anges de Paradis ; 
Lors jouterez fort et^oyensement, 
Et Yous serez honores et ch6ri8.* 

I forget the rest ; but, oh ! would that I had been 
one of the knights to whom that was addressed, 
and could have broken a lance in your honour." 

"You were not bom then, child," said the 
Duchess rather drily; but Isabelle cried gaily, 
" You shall break a lance for me some day» cousin, 
only I will not have you for my knight unless you 
are full holy and brave, as well as great in gal- 
lantry." 

" I wonder if Eric the Pomeranian is all that P" 
whispered saucy Eaymond. 

Isabelle blushed and bridled, for this Eric was her 
affii^nced husband, the future King of Denmark a^ ^ 
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Norway; she had lately been betrothed to him, 
and the marriage was to be celebrated so soon as 
she should be of age sufficient. 

" Do not whisper, it is not a courteous custom," 
said the Countess of Clermont gently, having caught 
the sound, though not the sense, of her young 
cousin's remark. 

Jean meantime said nothing, but thought the 
more. He seemed to be engrossed in stroking and 
fondling a beautiful dog which lay on the mat near 
him, but in reality he was listening attentively, and 
learning a good deal without knowing it. He had 
been used to be unruly with his mother, because, 
as she was a woman and gentle, he saw no neces- 
sity for minding her; but here, in the Duke of 
Bourbon's household, he found women the chief 
teachers of right sentiments and courteous ways, 
and great lads of fourteen and fifteen content to be 
taught by them, and to obey them. He had thought, 
too, that knights and nobles lived only to enjoy 
themselves, to fight and feast ; and now he found 
that the knights themselves were taught a very dif- 
ferent view of their duty. " * To guard the people, 
to help the widows and orphans,' — I must tell my 
father that the fair young lady in the great grand 
head-dress teaches the pages that knights must do 
all that," said he to himself. " I like that lady — • 
she has a lovely face ; but I think she they call the 
Duchess looks somewhat crabbed. I am sure those 
pages by the door must be afraid of her, for they 
never say anything. How young one of them is ! 
not so very much bigger than I : and I remember 
low that he rode beside her litter yesterday, and 
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that the master of the pages called out to him that 
he must keep close, for if he rode away, as he had 
done before, he should be whipped ! They do not 
live here in the palaces at all as I thought; the 
boys cannot even do as they like as much as I can 
myself." 

These reflections were cut short by a summons 
to the chapel ; and Jean was again surprised to find 
that all the household assembled to hear the sacred 
office, and that even the youngest of the damoiseaux 
was expected to be quiet and attentive. He would 
not have found it thus in all titled families, for in 
some the very spirit of misrule prevailed, and in 
others aU religious duties were gone through im- 
patiently as a piece of tiresome formalism, neces- 
sary merely for appearance' sake ; but fortunately 
his one experience of" life in a noble family hap- 
pened to be a bright exception to the general fashion 
of those corrupt days, and a spirit of cheerful sin- 
cere piety pervaded the Bourbon household, which 
could not fail to have its effect even on a passing 
guest. 

When he went afterwards with the Duke into 
the hall, he found his mother waiting at the door 
for him ; and it may easily be imagined with what 
modest gratitude she thanked his noble host for 
the kindness shown to him, and with what joy she 
received the news that he was to be but a day- 
scholar at the school of S. Germain, and would not 
therefore be separated from her entirely. 

** Your son has been welcome, most welcome," 
said the Duke with ready kindness, " and I think 
he is one who will profit by what is done for him. 
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With whom shall I bestow the money that has been 
gathered for him ? Have you the means of keeping 
it safely, good woman ?" 

" No, I should fear lest it might be gobbed from 
me, monseigneur ; but there is a good priest — ^Fa- 
ther Ambrose by name — who has befriended me 
often, and I doubt not he will be gracious enough 
to keep it safe for my Jean in the treasury of his 
monastery, and give me out what is needed from 
time to time." 

" That is a wise plan of yours, and no doubt 
Father Ambrose will prove a careful treasurer. 
You must be sure to take all that is needed for 
your son's maintenance, so that he may not have 
to work for his living, nor you to toil the harder 
on his account. And now, good day to you and to 
him ; I trust he will be diKgent, and grow up a 
learned man and a holy, so that he may be a com- 
fort and an honour to you and your husband when 
you are getting into years." 

'* Shall not I ever see you again, nor Lord Louis, 
who has been so kind to me, monseigneur?" fal- 
tered Jean, almost unwilling to go. 

" Nay, I did not say so," began the Duke ; and 
Louis broke in eagerly, " Oh, dear father, grant me 
this boon, that I may send for the child now and 
then ? It would grieve me not to see his merry 
face sometimes." 

" You shall not be grieved, my Louis," said the 
Duke with anxious tenderness; ''your boon is 
granted, and doubtless on some of the fete days 
the child can be spared to come to you." 

" Oh, thanks, thanks ! then I shall see you again. 
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my Lord," said the little fellow delightedly; and 
Louis answered, " You have a warm heart, 1 per- 
ceive, and wiU not forget me, any more than I shall 
forget you. Good day — good day." 

Jean went away now quite happily, prattling to 
his mother, and to the servant who had been sent 
with them to carry the money. But two disap- 
pointments awaited him; his mother would not 
promise him roast capons for dinner, neither would 
she consent to buy clothes for herself and his father 
out of the money which had been given for his 
education and maintenance. 
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CHAPTEB rV. 

" Thou didat betray me to a lingering booki 
And wrap me in a gown." 

GiiOBas Hebbebt. 

OU can fancy that the little scholar did 
not set off with such alacrity for his 
first day at school, as he had shown 
when starting for the H6tel Bojir- 
bon ; trath to say, he loitered sadly, and stopped 
to throw stones and make faces at the street " ga- 
mins," just like any little idle school-boy of modem 
days. 

His mother had placed him under the care of a 
son of Simon the armourer — a lad of fourteen, com* 
monly known as " Long Simon," from his height 
and slendemess, who had been early sent by his 
parents to the Latin school of S. Grermain TAux- 
errois, as the best means of developing his natural 
taste for learning ; — ^but it was like giving a very 
sprightly and discursive eel into the charge of a 
sober-minded tortoise. Jean frolicked, danced, and 
strayed about from side to side, all the while that 
Long Simon slowly but steadily pursued his way, 
his eyes for the most part bent upon his book, the 
** Book of Sentences " of Peter Lombard, then in 
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use througbout all the monafttio schools, ae well as 
in the Universities. 

As they neared the school they fell in with other 
day-scholars, the "^tudians du dehotB," as they 
were called, in contradistinction to those who lived 
under cloistral discipline. Most of them were older 
than Jean, but some were not one whit less merry 
and mischievous than he. 

'* Oh ! so Long Simon has a brat under his oarel" 
cried one of these mockingly ,* *' that is what makes 
him so late to-day. Do you know, most wise theo« 
logian and learned rhetorician, that the great dock 
has all but struck the hour?" 

" Then do not let us stop to prate," replied the 
wise Simon gravely; "give me your hand, Jean, 
and let us hurry on." 

" No, wait a bit," said the other hoy ; " and tell 
me, youngster, did you see the pope of fooh t'other 
day P K so, I will wager Brother Martin's copy of 
Aristotle, which being not my own I may safely 
offer to hazard, that you will recognize his first 
cousin in church this morning." 

" I did not see him," said Jean ,* " I was at a 
mystery-play with the Duke of Bourbon." 

** You at a mystery-play with the Duke of Bour-* 
bon I Tell that to the Flemings 1 Here, you boys, 
help me to give a good drubbing to this most men* 
dacious of infants." 

Jean*s defiant attitude seemed rather to invite the 
onslaught, but Simon caught hold of his hand and 
dragg^ him away. 

** Gome, come,* if it had not been for your tricks 
and your dawdling we should have been in school 
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now, and have avoided this pack of loiterers," said 
he. " Why do you look back ? Do you wish to 
stay to be drubbed by the scholars in order that you 
may get scolded by the masters for being behind 
time?" 

No, Jean certainly did not wish that ; he shrugged 
his shoulders at such a prospect, and tried to 
keep pace with Simon's long strides. In a few 
minutes they reached the Hotel, in a large room of 
which the good monks of S. Germain TAuxerrqis 
kept school. It was a sort of Gothic hall, partially 
detached from the mansion ; and the owner, who 
was a patron of learning, voluntarily granted the 
monks the use of it for this philanthropic purpose. 

The greater part of the scholars were already as- 
sembled, and were taking their places on low 
benches ranged around the desks of the masters, for 
the considerate Brothers of S. Germain had not 
thought it necessary to follow the stern decree im- 
posed on the University of Paris at the close of the 
fourteenth century, which enjoined that the students 
should seat themselves " on the ground^ as formerly, 
not on benches or other seats," and added, as a 
reason for its rigour, " in order to take away from 
the youths all occasion for vanity !" Perhaps they 
did not quite believe that taking away the benches 
would remove all cause for vanity ; or perhaps they 
thought that, as young people could not be kept 
for ever sitting on the floor, it might be well to ac- 
custom them in time to the dangerous distinction 
of a seat ; at any rate, there were the forms, and 
Jean was soon bidden to seat himself on one, placed 
close under the eye of a grave young monk, whom 
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Simon, when introducing him, had addressed as 
" Father Antoine." It was the alphabet class, and 
one or two of the boys in it were about Jean's own 
age, though several of them were older. The other 
classes were pursuing more advanced studies, and 
in these were a good many poor scholars, who had 
come from diflFerent parts of France, begging their 
way to Paris, and subsisting, now that they were 
there, on the charity of the rich ; sleeping sometimes 
on the hearth in the school, sometimes receiving 
shelter from good-natured citizens who were wont 
to place a spare room provided with beds of straw 
at the disposal of as many homeless student-lads as 
could crowd together in it. 

Many of these were intent learners ; and so dili- 
gently did they con their lessons, that Jean looked 
at them with mingled respect for their learning, and 
wonder at their tatters ; but he was more interested 
in watching the masters, especially cine named Fa- 
ther Martin, who seemed to be the head, and whose 
commanding figure, austere ascetic face, and stem 
voice, bespoke him a man whose authority would 
be rigidly exercised, and might not be lightly re- 
sisted. He spoke briefly to Jean, saying he had 
had a message from the Duke respecting him, en- 
tered his name on a parchment roll containing the 
list of scholars in attendance, and bade him be do- 
cile and obedient towards Brother Antoine. 

The business of the day began, and for some time 
Jean was busied in learning to recognize the shapes 
of the letters which his instructor drew on the floor 
with a piece of charcoal ; but presently the chime 
of a bell was heard, and the scholars were sur- 
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moned to attend the service of Tierce in the Churcli 
of S. Germain I'Auxerrois. Jean rose with the 
reat, hardly feeling the interruption welcome, for 
he had began to wish to understand what Brother 
Antoiae was teaching him, and thought that lessons 
being a novelty, were at any rate more interesting 
than the service which he had heard so often ; but 
as he turned towards the door, he saw a face which 
attracted him and made him long for a nearer view 
of it. Standing there, marshalling in order a cer- 
tain number of the boys, was a young monk, with 
a fair bright face, ruddy in the cheeks, with a fresh 
healthful ruddiness which would ^ave seemed more 
natural in a peasant than in the inhabitant of a city 
cloister ; and with such innocent candid blue eyes, 
as were alone sufficient to inspire trust. One of 
the boys whispered his name to Jean — "Father 
Colombe " — a name which harmonized well with 
his appearance, and added that it was his care to 
instruct the school in singing, and that he was now 
going to lead their chanting in the church. It was 
but a short walk thither; they had but to traverse 
the length of one street, and to turn the comer by 
the For TEveque, with its' beautiful chapel, ana 
there they were, dose to the monastery and its 
new church, which stood then, as now, hard by the 
Louvre (the old Louvre of Philip Augustus, replaced 
in Francis the First's days by the present building,) 
and which though then consisting of but a nave and 
one aisle, and not adorned as now by the noble fres- 
coed porches, nor crowned by the bcdfry from which, 
in after days, the fatal toosin of S. Bartholomew's 
^ay was to sound, was still a grand impressive 
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building, rich in Gothic tracery, and radiant with 
"beams from every window shed" through the 
glowing garments of pictured saints. 

Jean, however, took small heed of this, and did 
nothing at first but gaze by turns at Brother Co- 
lombe, whose voice was as fresh and beautiful as his 
jfoce ; and at a very grotesque old monk, who had 
a countenance like a withered apple, full of droll 
puckers, and a quaintly humorous expression which 
accorded ill with his conventual garb. He it was 
that the disrespectful student, whom Jean had met 
on his way to school, had likened to the " pope of 
fools" of the preceding week, and Jean nearly 
smiled as he watched him, but was recalled to 
graver thoughts by the stem hand of Brother Mar- 
tin being laid on his shoulder, admonishing him to 
fold his hands and bend his head like the more rev- 
erent worshippers around him. He felt that the 
strict Father was displeased with him already, and 
bethought himself that he had promised his mother 
he woiQd be good. '' But oh !" sighed he, *' what 
a great deal of trouble it takes to behave well !" 
and I dare say many little boys can sympathize with 
him, although their patience may never have been 
tried as his was by a Latin service, the general in- 
tention of which could alone be intelligible to him. 

After service, the boys received a lesson in sing- 
ing from Brother Colombe; and thanks to his 
gentle way of teaching, Jean found this very plea- 
sant, though fain woiQd he have tuned his voice to 
something blither than the ecclesiastical chants in 
which the good young monk instructed them. 

When this was over, an hour was given for re- 
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creation ; and those boys who were happy enough 
to have had some food to bring with them, now 
produced it and munched away with hearty appe- 
tite, sometimes good-naturedly sharing their pro- 
visions with their less fortunate companions. There 
was a large wood-fire burning on an open hearth at 
each end of the school, and round these the scholars 
gathered, the elder lads pushing the younger aside 
and seeking to monopohze the warmth for them- 
selves. Jean was trying to poke himself in among 
them to warm his cold hands, when one of the mas- 
ters, who was sitting at the centre desk to keep 
order, observed him, and coming closer said, rather 
severely, " Shame on you big lads to keep the little 
ones from the fire ! Here, let this child in among 
you, and give him a good place." 

" That I will," said a youth of almost giant sta- 
ture, rising as he spoke, and pushing Jean gently 
in front of him ; " and do you also come near the 
fire, Father, for it must be very cold at your desk." 

** Ah ! it is good Father Colombe, to-day," said 
another of the lads, looking up and speaking in a 
tone of satisfaction. " Here, take my place, Fa- 
ther, and pry thee tell us some anecdotes. You 
know" — ^in a coaxing voice — "such was always 
the custom of those saintly fathers Haimon and 
Loup, who in the hours of recreation used to fill the 
minds of the young monk Henry, and others, with 
a fine store of pleasant learning." 

" Ah, you are quoting my words of a week ago," 

said Brother Colombe with a smile, sitting down as 

he spoke, though at the corner of the hearth so as 

■ot to shield the others from the blaze, and taking 
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Jean on his knee. " You have a good memory, my 
son, and I hope that my poor teachings may bear 
fruit in you, as did the wiser instructions of those 
holy men in the good monk Henry ; who, when he 
became a man, was able to take the direction of the 
school in which as a boy he had been instructed, 
and wrote, moreover, a life of our blessed founder 
S. Germain, in six books of goodly verse." 

" There was a fine scholar !" exclaimed Charles, 
the pupil addressed ; and some of the other lads 
repeated admiringly, "Six books of verse!" but 
little Jean babbled forth, "I do not like verses 
much ; I like my father's stories of the wars, and 
the tales my mother sometimes tells me of the fairy 
Melusina. Can you tell me a tale like that, good 
Father?" 

" Nay, I do not know any idle stories of that 
sort," answered the monk, with gentle reproach ; 
" but since this is your first day at school, and you 
are but little, I will think of some pleasant tale to 
tell you. You must learn to love your school, and 
grow up a wise and scholarly man." 

" I do not want to learn, much," said Jean, with 
a slight protruding of his lower lip ; " though, in- 
deed, I should like to please my good mother, who 
wishes to see me a learned man. If I ever am one, 
I think she will buy a new kirtle for very glad- 
ness." 

The boys laughed, but Brother Colombe said 
mildly, "You do well to regard your mother's 
wishes, and I trust you will cherish her always, be 
you never so learned and great, nor despise her 
even should she keep to' the old kirtle. I can tell 
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you a story to that point ; but first let me gather 
some more Uttle ones about me, they need the 
warmth, and my story to-day is more for them than 
for their elders." 

The good-natured giant who had first brought 
Jean near the fire, gathered in a host of little ones 
with his great arms, and pushed the bi^er lads 
away ; then himself went to the outer ranks, though 
not beyond ear-shot, for he too loved the land mas- 
ter's tales. 

" There was once," began the monk, his sweet 
eyes resting on the eager &ces upturned to him ; 
** there was once a little boy called Maurice, and he 
lived at Sulli with his parents, who were quite poor, 
poor people. He had a good mother, whom he 
loved — tiens ! you all love your mothers, I hope ?" 
— looking round for a responsive smile, which came ; 
" and he was well content to toil for her and be her 
little servitor; but S. Catherine, the great patron 
of learning, put into his heart a huge desire for 
knowledge, and at Sulli there was no way to get 
this, so his mother sent him forth with her blessing* 
and he came very young to Paris, begging his bread. 
He had no friends in all the city ; but the good 
saints watched over him and raised up teachers for 
him ; so he studied and studied, till at length he 
became very learned, and was made Doctor of Philo- 
sophy, and afterwards of Theology. One day 
when he had become quite celebrated, so that his 
fame reached far and wide, his poor old mother at 
Sulli heard of his good fortune, and thought to her* 
self, ' Now I will go and see my good son.' So 
he took her stick, and put on her thick jacket of 
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drogget, and set off to Paris. Wlien she arrived 
there she met some ladies, and inquired of them 
about her son ; so they told her of him, and think* 
ing it would shame hun to see his mother in such 
a mean garb, they took her to their own house and 
dressed her in fine clothes, and then conducted her 
to Maurice, to whom she said, ' I am your mother.' 
The master replied, * I cannot believe it, for my 
good mother is poor, and wears nothing but drug* 
get.' Thus he refused to recognize her ; and the 
ladies, finding this, took her home again, and gave 
her back her stick and her coarse dress. She came 
once more to her son, who was in grand company 
among great nobles and learned doctors ; and when 
he saw her come in, he took off his hood and 
ran and embraced her vdth all his hearty and 
said to her, *I see now that you are really my 
mother.' 

" Then this was told in the city, and every one 
honoured the great master who was not ashamed of 
his mother's poverty and her dress of drugget. And 
afterwards he became a bishop, the bishop of this 
very city of Paris ; and built our beautiful Cathe- 
dral of Notre Dame ; and here he died in the year 
of grace eleven hundred and ninety-six." 

" Pid his mother stay with him, do you think ?" 
asked little Jean earnestly. 

'^ I do not know, but belike she did. Poes the 
tale please you, my son P" 

" Very much, my Father ; only I wish Maurice 
had gone to the wars, and been made a noble 
knight of by our Lord the King." 

" Alas for your chronology, little one !" said the 



60 THE KING OP A DAY. 

giant, laugliing. " How could that be ? seeing 
that Father Colombe has just told us Maurice de 
Sulli died in 1196, whereas our gracious King did 
not come to the throne until 1380.** 

" Do not put little folks to the blush with your 
superior sense, Gilles," said Father Colombe, with 
a smile ; " this child here thinks all that happened 
before his birth a long while ago, and makes no ac- 
count of centuries. Still, my son Jean, I. have a 
word to say in your ear, which is that you must 
learn not to reckon the holy office of a bishop below 
that of a knight ; nor talk as if to fight a good 
fight for Cheist*s Church were less honourable 
than to take part in the wars of erring men." 

" But the bishops do not wear beautiful armour 
like the knights,*' replied 'the child. " I know they 
do not, for my mother took me last May to see the 
great cardinals and bishops and princes come to 
Notre Dame. I looked hard at them, and a man 
standing by pointed out to us in particular the Lord 
Cardinal of Poictiers, and the. Bishop of — oh, I 
cannot remember the name, but I mean the one 
who preached the sermon — ^they were both grandly 
dressed, but not like knights." 

" They have no need of armour, silly child," said 
the monk, " seeing they are men of peace and not 
of war." 

" Archbishop Turpin did fight like any hero in 
noble Charlemagne's time," put in Gilles, sotto 
voce, 

"By that bishop whose name you forget, you 
mean, I suppose, Monseigneur Pierre d'Ailly, the 
Bishop of Cambrai," continued Brother Colombe ; 
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" he preached that day in Notre Dame by order of 
the King, to set forth the blessings which would 
follow from the restitution of obedience to his Holi- 
ness, Pope Benedict." 

" Yes, that was it," said Jean ; " and I remem- 
ber my mother bade me thank God, for that peace 
was coming back to the Church. Does peace al- 
ways come that way, with a grand host of dukes 
and bishops in brave attire ?" 

"Nay, like Cheist's Kingdom, it oftentimes 
cometh not with observation," answered the monk 
dreamily ; "or comes like the simple dove to Noah 
with one tender olive-spray. But this is beyond 
your understanding, my son ; and it is enough for 
you to lift your little hands in prayer for the peace 
of the Chiu'ch when your mother bids you, and to 
give God thanks when she tells you that He has 
sent the peace prayed for. Not tiU you are older 
can you comprehend the meaning of your petitions ; 
but what says the holy Psalmist ? * Out of the 
mouth of babes and sucklings Thou hast perfected 
praise,' and so be sure God hears and marks the 
prayers of His christened babes, though they be 
stammered with feeble tongue." 

Although the first part of this speech was almost 
, unintelligible to Jean, he did not fidget under it as 
he usually did under anything serious, but leaned 
his little head down on his young master's breast, 
and peeped up softly and lovingly beneath the 
lashes of the meekly-drooped eyes. 

" I love you, my Father," he said at its close, 
with a warm clasp of his sturdy little arms; "you 
are good and kind, like my mother. And oh ! dear 
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Father," he added naively, "how blue yow eyes 
are!" 

A startled blush rose to the monk's cheek ; at 
the age of nine he had entered the cloister, and pro-* 
bably from that time to this no remark on his per- 
sonal appearance had ever been addressed to him. 
His long eyelashes drooped even lower than before, 
and he put the child from off his knee, very gently, 
but rather as if he wished to discourage anything 
Mke familiarity. 

" I trust you will love all your masters, and your 
fellow-scholars too," said he. 

" No, that I shall not !" replied our little king 
boldly. "I am sure I shall never love Father 
Martin for one !" 

A smile, astonished, yet. not nnsympathieing, 
went round the circle of boys ; but Brother Co- 
lombe laid his hand on the child's lips, and said, 
rq)rovingly— 

*' Hush, hush, my son, I cannot let you speak 
naughty words, though yon are so little. You 
are too free both of thought and tongue, and must 
learn to check yourself, and be more humble and 
sUent." 

The boys half expected that Jean would en- 
deavour to justify himself, but he did not ; the little 
heart swelled, the little lips quivered, and without 
saying a word he stole away to his own place in 
Brother Antoine's class, and stayed there till les- 
sons began again, staring hard at the alphabet on 
the floor in a preoccupied way, and wondering 
what it was that had given him such a lump in his 
throat, and whether Brother Colombe, whom he 
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liked so very, very much, would learn to like Um 
a little if he were to become good. He had no 
opportunity, however, of trying to regain his fa- 
vour that day, for there was no singing-lesson 
in the afternoon, and the school dispersed before 
vespers. 





CHAPTER V. 

" The hobnailed shoes pay for alL'* 

Italian Proverb, 

INE doings are these, my masters ! It 
is not enough that we are ground to 
the earth with all sorts of exactions 
continuing from year to year, but 
now a fresh tax must be put upon us, and tke 
hard earnings of poor men and women must go 
to fill the pockets of the Queen and the Duke of 
Orleans !" 

It was the angry voice of Jacques le mdcontent 
declaiming to a select circle of hearers — Simon the 
armourer and his wife, the doorkeeper of a church 
hard by, a crippled youth who lived on charity, and 
Jacques' own wife and son. 

" I wonder the Duke of Burgundy has consented 
to the tax," said the doorkeeper meditatively ; 
** he has hitherto withstood the oppressions of the 
Duke of Orleans, and has ever been counted as the 
people's friend. Why, he spends a fortune in dis- 
tributing alms at the church-doors. I have seen 
him myself scores of times." 

" Meanwhile he lets honest tradesfolk starve for 
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lack of the money he owes them," said the armourer 
drily. " Fifteen bits have I furnished for his horses, 
and five-and-forty spears for his retainers, not to 
mention other goods; and yet no stiver of his 
money has found its way to my pocket." 

" Nevertheless, you do not seem very nigh star- 
vation, good Master Simon," said Jean's sweet 
mother, with her pretty smile. 

" Saint Genevieve forbid !" exclaimed the stout 
fellow heartily ; " I have a flourishing trade enough, 
but no thanks to my Lord of Burgundy for that. 
I have honester customers than him." 

" Such as the Duke of Bourbon !" cried little 
Jean eagerly. 

" Yes, he is a good and honourable prince, and 
actually bethinks himself that tradesfolk must live 
— a notion which seldom occurs to other princes 
whom I wot of. Notwithstanding, it is whispered 
in the city that he is largely in debt to some of 
our rich burgesses, though they trust him willingly, 
knowing that sooner or later he will not fail to 
repay them." 

"They are fools then for their pains," burst 
forth Jacques le m^content. "These fine lords 
are ready enough to borrow, but for paying ! My 
good woman here tried to persuade me that my 
Lord of Bourbon was of a different nature from the 
others — and in truth he treated our little Jean very 
generously — ^yet he has given his consent to this 
yiiJtG tax, it is said, and has withdrawn himself from 
the city, like the other dukes, that he may not have 
to face the just anger of the people." 

** Do you think there will be a rising among our 
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citizens P" asked the doorkeeper in a low cautious 
voice ; and before speaking farther he looked about 
to ascertain that there were no eavesdroppers within 
hearing. 

The conversation was taking place in the living 
room at the back of the armourer's stall. Jacques 
supported by his wife, had hobbled thither to learn 
his neighbour's opinion of the new tax, or rather 
perhaps to express his own ; the doorkeeper had 
dropped in with a message, and had been beguiled 
into joining the political discussion ; and the crippled 
youth was domesticated for the day by the armourer's 
hearth, thanks to the charitable permission of the 
armourer's wife. She, good soul, was of a cautious 
nature also, and at this juncture carefully closed 
the door which communicated with the open work- 
stall, a precaution by no means unnecessary, con- 
sidering the dangerous turn given to the conversa- 
tion by the doorkeeper's question. 

" For my part, / think it not unlikely," he con- 
tinued, when she had returned to her seat ; "for 
I am told that portents have been seen lately much 
resembling those which preceded the revolt of 1383. 
You remember how at that time some scholars 
found in the garden of their college a monstrous 
animal which roared horribly ; and how, when they 
had killed it and dug it up, they perceived that it 
was something like a cat, but with terrible glaring 
eyes and strange disjointed limbs that seemed not 
to belong to one another ? Well a beast much of 
this fashion has been seen in Paris quite lately, 
though I have not yet heard its exact description, 
and—" 
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" Oh, where is it ? can I go and see it P" asked 
little Jean, plucking at the speaker's sleeve in his 
eagerness ; but the doorkeeper shook him off, and 
went on in mysterious excited tones, "Moreover 
a globe of brilliant fire has been seen to flit from 
door to door of the city throughout these last eight 
days, when the weather, as ye all know, has been 
neither thundery nor windy, so that there has 
neither been lightning to cause the ball of fire, 
nor breeze to blow it from threshold to threshold ; 
nay, rather there has been rain and snow, which 
might well have extinguished it, had it not been 
a supernatural substance." 

" 'Tis passing strange V exclaimed the two wo- 
men simultaneously ; and Simon's wife added, 
" Methinks I do remember to have heard of 
similar marvels twenty years ago, and truly evil 
enough followed then in their train ; but I see 
not why these signs should be always taken to 
mean revolt, we have troubles in plenty already 
without that." 

"Nevertheless, that will surely come, and ere 
many days have passed too," said Jacques hotly ; 
" I see not what is to hinder it, if our good citizens 
have still men's hearts within their breasts. These 
taxes matter little to me now, for I earn nought, 
and so can have nought to pay ; but still I can feel 
for others, for I remember the time when I was a 
worker like the rest, and found it hard to have to 
give up to the tax-collector a portion of each little 
sum which I received for my wares. I could bear 
that better, though, than seeing my wife's still 
smaller earnings taken from her, even the scar'- 
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coins which she gathered by selling vegetables in 
the streets !*' 

" I have heard/* said the lame youth, bending 
forward from his place in the chimney-corner with 
more interest than he had yet shown ; "I have 
heard, but I know not whether it be true, that it 
was the asking of the tax from a poor woman selling 
cress which aroused the slumbering anger of our 
citizens, and brought about the revolt of twenty 
years back.** 

" You have heard right,'* said Jacques ; " my 
wife was that woman.'* 

This announcement caused some little commo- 
tion, and Marie suddenly found herself regarded as 
a heroine. Simon and his wife had indeed been 
long aware of the fact just stated, for they had 
known Jacques and Marie in former times, and 
had witnessed the poor woman's efforts to earn 
as a vendor of vegetables the livelihood which her 
husband — always unsettled and careless in his 
habits — ^had not contrived to gain in his capacity 
as lance-maker; but it was quite news to the 
doorkeeper and the cripple, and also to our little 
friend Jean. 

" Why did you never tell me this, dear mother ?** 
he asked clinging to her. " Had I been at your 
side then, I would have taken your part bravely, 
and would have roared at the wicked tax-gatherer 
more horribly than the terrible beast Master Pierre 
has been telling us of. Was my father stand- 
ing by?" 

" I was indeed," replied Jacques, " and sent the 
liserable wretch that oppressed her sprawling in 
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the dirt at one blow. Then began a general rising 
of the citizens against their tyrants. Alack that 
our triumph was so short !*' 

" Hush, do not speak of the past, dear husband," 
said Marie in a low voice of entreaty ; " do not 
bring up the memory of those days of strife." 

** Tut, tut, woman, what an arrant coward you 
are!" exclaimed Jacques impatiently. "Notlung 
but reproaches have I ever got from you for taking 
your part against the oppressors." 

Her sensitive mouth quivered, her soft eyes fell, 
she could not be grateful for having been made the 
occasion of strife, but yet she had never reproached 
him, and his hasty speech was therefore untrue as 
well as unkind; 

" Let your good wife alone, friend," said Simon's 
honest spouse. " A pretty thing indeed to taunt 
vrith cowardice one who, although a woman, has as 
brave and faithful a spirit as any man of you all ! 
She does well to ask you not to bring up the 
memory of bygone strife, for nothing is gained by 
contention ; and let me tell you, poor as you are, 
you will have to pay your share of this new tax, 
since it is an impost on people's possessions, not 
on their earnings, so you had best make up your 
mind to pay .it cheerfully. Those who refuse will 
meet with little mercy, you may depend." 

" Nonsense, good dame, cease your click-clack," 
rejoined Jacques disdainfully ; "how can I be made 
to pay when I have nought to pay withP" 

"Nevertheless, my old woman speaks truly," 
said Simon in his calm strong voice. " We our- 
selves heard the herald's proclamation at the Gh&te-^ 



70 THE KINQ OF A DAY. 

let ; and after setting forth that the object of the 
tax was to pay soldiers to protect the reaJm against 
foreign invasion, he went on to proclaim that in 
each parish certain persons should be appointed to 
collect the impost from every one, man or woman, 
according to the value of their possessions^ so even 
you, old friend, will have to pay somewhat, though 
doubtless it will not be much." 

" Yes, and to the same purport was the procla- 
mation at the Palace — ^ay, and even in the same 
words," said the doorkeeper fussily. "I have 
it from one who stood by, and heard what the 
herald said with his own ears. I can assure you 
it IS so. 

"Likely enough," responded Jacques drily, "since 
a herald's speech varies as little as a magpie's. 
Foreign invasion, indeed 1 foreign fiddlestick 1 Ah, 
if I had but my good right ann> the miscreant who 
comes to demand this tax from me should meet 
with a very different reception from that which he 
expects." 

" I will throw the iron pot at him, father, and 
souse him with water from my mother's tub !" cried 
Jean, beginning to execute a war-dance in a spirit 
of valiant indignation. 

" Ah, you are your father's own son," said the 
delighted Jacques approvingly ; but the other elders 
present looked grave and disapproving, and the 
armourer said curtly, " I see the good brothers of 
S. Germain have not yet beaten the impudence out 
of you." 

" They dare not try," replied the jackanapes, still 
^vicing ; " I would threaten them with my Lord of 
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Bourbon's vengeance if they did. I have been now 
some months in their school, and scarce a blow have 
I got from them." 

" Then their patience must be great indeed, if 
what my son tells me of your pranks be true." 

" Ah," said Marie, looking up startled and dis- 
tressed, " and you promised me you would be good, 
my Jean !" 

" Let the child be !" interrupted her husband ; 
" would you have him as mum and meek as the 
shaveling monks themselves ? Prate away, little 
Jean, you have as good right to speak your mind as 
if you were really the king you made believe to be 
a while ago." 

" Yet the Duke of Bourbon did ^21."^ that even 
little kings should be modest," murmured Jean 
reflectively, with najive sincerity. 

" Ay, 'tis no mark of good-breeding for a child 
to be bold and forward, but rather the contrary," 
chimed in the doorkeeper ; and to this Simon and 
his wife gave audible assent, so altogether Jacques 
could find no support for his peculiar educational 
views in the little assembly ; findings which, he 
hobbled away, discontentedly muttering, " Ah, 'tis 
the old proverb, *Each frog is for teaching his 
neighbour's frogling to croak;' but let each look 
after his own, say I, and mine shall croak as loud 
xas he pleases, whatever other folks may think." 

This was pleasant hearing for Jean ; and accord- 
ingly he rattled on with all sorts of pert nonsense 
during the remainder of that evening, as he sat on 
his litUe stool by his father's side, progressively 
emboldened by finding himself still unchidden 
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thongh with a misgiving at his heart that both the 
Duke of Bourbon and Father Colombe would have 
looked even graver than did his silent mother if 
this idle chatter could have reached their ears. 
Marie said nothing till just as the little fellow 
had got into bed, when — stooping to tuck in the 
coarse coverlet round him — she asked softly, " Do 
you know what my parish priest at Orronville 
once said to me, when I was a little girl and 
lived there ?" 

" No, what was it ?" he responded, lifting his 
eyes with the bright inquiring look of a sprightly 
robin. 

'' He said that those learned in the Scriptures 
think that our dear Lobd suffered Himself to be 
smitten on the mouth in order to atone for all the 
vain and idle words which we unpunished have 
spoken with our mouths." 

A red as bright as that of the robin's breast 
flushed up into the listening face. He drew the 
coverlet over him, and spake not one syllable ; but 
the mother knew that he had caught her meaning, 
and trusted that this saying of the good priest's 
would sink as deep into his heart as it haid into 
her own. 

Poor thing I she had much ado to keep her usual 
cheerful patient equanimity during the days which 
followed; for her husband's irritation about the 
new tax showed itself in other ways beside inju- 
dicious encouragement of his little boy's foolish 
speeches, and she had not just then her wonted 
measure of physical strength to help her to bear up 
against this daily recurrmg trial. A dull heavy 
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pain in her head, and an unusual feeling of languor 
and weakness, had oppressed her for the last fort- 
night ; and though she neither relaxed in her in- 
dustry nor made any complaint, the sense that this 
weakness was increasing gave another cause for the 
anxiety with which she looked forward to what the 
future might bring. 

The event which she so dreaded on her husband's 
account, the enforcement of the new tax, came ere 
long. One day, when Jean was at school, a black- 
go4ed man with an ink-horn at his girdle and a 
file of guards behind him, made his appearance at 
their humble door, and demanded entrance in the 
name of the King. Marie opened to him; and 
swiftly, with a practised eye, he appraised the scanty 
possessions of herself and her husband, making 
sharp inquiries to satisfy himself that there was no 
treasure concealed beneath this bare exterior, and 
then harshly requested the payment of a sum which, 
small though it in truth was, appeared to Jacques 
and Marie a very considerable demand. Yes, even 
Marie was inwardly indignant when she found that 
the taxrgatherer claimed more than the slender 
stock, of coin in the worn leathern purse which 
hung at her girdle would furnish, for no other 
money had they, and to make up the sum required 
they must needs part with something out of their 
small stock of absolute necessaries. Yet far rather 
would she have made this sacrifice than have entered 
into useless and disloyal contention with the man 
who came armed with the King's authority ; and 
wisely did she endeavour to soothe her husband 
into submission, while her motherly heart rejoiced 
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that her unruly little son was safe out of the way 
of temptation to sauciness. 

Wisely and tenderly as she spoke, she was un- 
successful *i to keep the peace between Jacques le 
m^content and the exacter of the unjust tax was 
beyond her power. Undeterred by the want of his 
" good right arm," Jacques was furious in his 
opposition. He snatched the purse away from 
her, defied the collector to his face, and speedily 
elicited a threat from that worthy that if he con- 
tinued contumacious the soldiers should be called 
in, and he should be captured and taken to prison. 
Tn yain Marie besought the man of law to have 
patience, and her husband to remember prudence — 
both were deaf to remonstrance; and in a few 
seconds more the scene ended by Jacques being 
seized by the guard and dragged away, his one 
arm strapped down to his side, and a scarf tied 
tight over his mouth to stifle his unavailing cries 
for help. Marie followed, beseeching with pite- 
ous eloquence that they would not harm her poor 
oripplea husband, and promising to pay the sum 
required if they would but give her time to procure 
what was wanting. 

They little heeded her, and the only sympathy 
she met with was from the women who were follow- 
ing other poor citizens, led away to prison for the 
same cause, though perhaps with less excuse, as 
few had made such desperate resistance as the fiery 
Jacques le mdcontent. The gates of the Ch&telet 
soon closed over them all, and the weeping wives 
and daughters were left to return to their desolate 
homes with no better comfort than these parting 
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words from one of the chief tax-collectors, •* Get 
you to your friends, good women, and gather each 
of you a good round sum, for I warn you that 
none of these rebels shall be let forth from prison 
until a heavy fine has been paid for him. Those 
who are not thus ransomed shall be accounted 
guilty of lese-majesty, and punished accordingly." 





CHAPTER VI. 

" Is this like loYe, to stand 
With no help in my hand, 
When strong as death I fiun woidd watch aboye thee ?" 

E. B. BBOWVIS&, 

HEN Jean came from school that after- 
noon, he did not find his father by the 
fireside as usual ; and his mother was 
standing sorrowfully in front of the 
oaken cupboard which contained their few house- 
hold vessels, taking out one article after another, 
and weeping as she looked at them. He soon 
learned from her the sad story of his father's arrest 
and imprisonment, and quite stamped his little foot 
with rage as she described the rough treatment of 
the soldiery, and the harsh sentence with which she 
had been turned from the prison doors. 

" How I wish I had been there ! T would hare 
kicked and cuffed those cruel men until they let my 
father go !" cried he ; " they might have taken me 
prisoner instead if they had liked, but he at least 
should have gone free !** 

" Hush, my little one, these are but vain boast- 
ings," said the sobbing mother ; " well was it that 
you were not here, for your forward tongue might 
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have got us into worse trouble — ^if such could be ! 
A heavy fine! alas, Jeannot, how shall we ever 
raise the money ? I will sell our poor furniture, 
and these mugs and platters, but their price will 
be far from the sum we need." 

" But, dear mother, do not cry so ; there is all 
the money which the Duke gave me, and which 
Father Ambrose keeps in the Convent treasury, that 
will be enough, surely ; may I run and ask him 
for it P" 

For one moment this suggestion brought a gleam 
of comfort ; then the poor woman let her hands faU 
desponclingly at her side again, saying gravely, "No, 
BO, dear child, that money is not mine to spend, 
nor yours either ; it was given to pay the cost of 
your education, and we must not use it for any 
other purpose." 

" Oh, that is so tiresome !" said the child, pout- 
ing : ** what do I care to be educated P I would 
much rather have my father out of prison, than get 
all the learning in the world. Do, please, mother, 
ask Father Ambrose if we may not take the money !" 

** It would be useless, he would only reprove me 
for having such a dbhonest thought. I must not 
harbour it for a moment, nor must you, my little 
one. I am but thinking now whether I might be 
allowed to borrow it — I would work to pay it back 
— and yet, I dare not say that I shall have life 
spared me for the labour !" She sank down, and 
pressed her hand to her forehead, as if to stay the 
pain that well-nigh benumbed her ; the malady with 
which she had battled so bravely was increasing 
upon her with rapid strides. 
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It was a sickly aod disastrous season tlirottghout 
France just then ; the abundant fall of snow and 
rain had occasioned an overflow of the principal 
rivers of the kingdom ; and this had given rise to 
an epidemic of a feverish character, which began by 
producing in those who caught it a violent head- 
ache which entirely deprived them of appetite, and 
ended by reducing the sufferers to a state of extreme 
and dangerous weakness. Many of those living in 
the low narrow streets near the banks of the Seine 
had fallen victiiQs to the disease ; aud Marie's heart 
failed her, as she perceived how plainly the symp* 
toms of it were making themselves apparent in her 
own case. Now, when she needed all her health 
and strength, all her natural energy and coUected- 
ness of mind, for her husband's sake ; now, at this 
very moment, these seemed to fail her, and the 
lan^or of intense pain was deadening her every 
sense. Tears fell from under her closed eyelids and 
trickled through her fingers, as she sat there press- 
ing her hands to her aching head. It was not for 
herself, or her own suffering, that she was weeping ; 
but at the thought of what would become of her 
husband, if death seized her before she could ac- 
complish his deliverance. She was quite spent and 
exhausted with her walk to and from the prison ; 
and her face, at least as much as could be seen of 
it, looked so strangely wan, that Jean was terrified 
beyond measure, and plucked at her dress, crying, 
"Mother, dear mother, what ails you? Shall I 
run for the leech ? or shall I fetch Father Ambrose?" 

'" Father Ambrose is out," she faltered. "I sought 
him before I came home, but they told me he had 
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gone to strive a person dying of this sickness. Per- 
haps he will return presently, and then you shall 
fetch him : it may be / shall need shriving ! Ah !" — 

The words died away on her parched lips, and 
she signed to Jean to give her some water. He 
did so, and the cool draught revived her for the 
moment. " Did I frighten you, little heart ?" she 
said tenderly ; " that was ill done of me ; I shall 
be better soon. If I could but think of some means 
for your poor father's release, I should care little 
for my own passing pains." 

" Ah, but let me run for the leech !" he said, 
rising. 

*- No, no ! he would not give his medicines with- 
out payment, and I have nothing to offer him. The 
tax-collector carried off my last coins; and even 
were it not so, you know we need all ifor your fa- 
ther. Father Ambrose will give me something 
presently, he is skilful in physic ; meantime, I will 
lie down and rest awhile ! and then I shall be better 
able to think, and to cheer you, my Jeannot. You 
will find an oaten cake for your supper, on the 
hearth ; eat it, and do not mind about me." 

With trembling steps she craw^led to the pallet, 
and laid herself down, Jean assisting her as well as 
he could. ** Eest to-night, dear mother," he said, 
** and to-morrow we wiU go to the Duke of Bour- 
bon, and beg of him the boon of my father's re- 
lease." 

"Alas ! all the dukes have left the city." 

"Ah, that is bad! but, perhaps. Lord Louis 
may have stayed behind; I will go to him to- 
morrow, and if you are not well enough to come 
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with me, I can go alone ; I am not afraid ! I am 
sure he has plenty of gold and silver, for I saw him 
give, oh ! sach large alms to the beggars in the 
porch of Notre Dame. Do not fret. I will tell 
him all our trouble, and I will say — " 

He was running on with such words of entreaty 
as his childish brain could devise, but was stopped 
by his mother's starting up. " Let us go now, this 
moment!" she said. "You were ever my good 
son ; and your bright wit has hit on a plan which 
may bring success. Let us start before it gets too 
late : in a little while this sickness may have palsied 
me. 

She stretched out her hand to reach her cloak, 
but dizziness overpowered her ; she staggered as if 
stricken with sudden blindness, and dropped on the 
couch again. 

" What is to become of us now ?" she gasped, 
with a face like death. 

" Do not die, mother, dear mother, pray do not 
die !*' said the child, kneeling down by her ; and 
lifting up his distressed eyes, he cried aloud, " Oh, 
come to our help, good Saints ! We want you so 
much." 

" Help, sweet Saviour, though I am all un- 
worthy!" faltered the fainting woman; and with 
this last effort consciousness ebbed away. 

The fire on the hearth had sunk till nought was 
left but a few red embers, and evening was coming 
on ; so the room was full of shadows of darkness, 
as well as of a strange awfid something, which felt 
to the terrified child like the shadow of death. 

He still knelt by the bedside, repeating a prayer 
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which his mother had taught him ; not with any 
real heed of its petitions, but as if it had been a 
charm to dispel that dread gloom and silence. 
When he came to the end he said it again, with an 
intonation somewhat indignant, as well as fright- 
ened ; and at length sobbed out, *' Here are we at 
our utmost need, and yet nothing is done for us 1 
It grows darker and darker, and no white angel 
comes through the gloom. I would wait no longer, 
but go and fetch Father Ambrose ; only that I fear 
if my mother were to open her eyes and miss me, 
she might be scared." 

So he continued to watch beside her, and the 
brave spirit kept its longing to do something and 
its flickering hope ; though in its depths throbbed 
the great dread that those pale eyelids would never 
open, those livid lips never more unclose in speech. 
And still he looked for help from without; and 
fluttered and fevered himself with impatience, be- 
cause the help came not, knowing neither by hear- 
ing nor experience those soothing words, " I waited 
paiiently for the Lord, and He inclined unto me, and 
heard my calling." He might, indeed, have heard 
them in church in their Latin form, but the beau- 
tiful " Expectans expectavi " had conveyed no mean- 
ing to his ear. Alas for the times when the glo- 
rious Scripture words were to the multitude but as 
" dark sayings," because uttered in a tongue " not 
understanded of the people 1" Alas for the poor 
and the unlettered even now, in countries where 
this system still prevails 1 

The good Providence, which Jean's faithless 
little heart distrusted, was round him all the time 

G 
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and the help he had prayed for came ; just as he 
was beginning to despair, a knook was heard at the 
door, and a yoice bade him ** open." He obeyed 
with alacrity ; and there stood the dark figure of a 
monk, holding a torch of pine-wood which had been 
needed for his guidance through the unlighted 
streets. Strange and lurid was the glow which this 
cast on his cowled head and pale ascetic face ; and 
to timid eyes he might almost have seemed the 
** spectre monk " of old wives' legends ; but Jean 
looked up at him fearlessly, saying, "Ah! how 
glad I am to see you. Father ! My mother has 
fallen iU, and they have .taken my father to prison, 
and I do not know what to do.*' 

"Poor child!" said the monk, advancing to 
the pallet, and throwing the glare of his torch 
athwart the Uvid face of the mother. " It is well 
indeed that I came, for here is great need of instant 
help." 

Without more ado he proceeded to give it : ga- 
thering the red embers of the fire together in a pan, 
bringing them as near to Marie's feet as he could 
with safety ; and then wetting her lips with wine 
from a flask which hung at his girdle, and pro- 
ceeding to chafe her hands, uttering a prayer as he 
did so. " She has been taken with this prevailing 
sickness," he said when his prayer was ended; 
**and trouble of mind has, I fear, added to her 
malady ; nevertheless, I trust she will yet do well ; 
for the most skilled physicians agree that those who 
have led sober and frugal lives do, by God's plea- 
sure, stand the best chance of recovery." 

" She is too good to die," responded Jean, rub« 
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bing away with all his might at her left hand, while 
Father Ambrose chafed the right. 

''Not so; it is the good whom the Almighty 
takes from the evil to come 1" said the priest reve- 
rently. " Still, He may have work for her to do, 
and in His mercy may spare her to you awhile ; so 
slack not your efforts, but trust and pray." 

Marie opened her eyes at last, with a faint cry ; 
and Father Ambrose held the wine-flask to her lips, 
and succeeded in getting her to swallow a few drops. 
Then he tried feeding her with morsels of the oaten 
cake (which Jean had not touched) sopped in wine ; 
and presently she revived enough to speak, but her 
words were indistinct and wandering, and showed 
that her mind was astray. 

"We are safe in Picardy,** she murmured; 
" there is no fighting in the streets here." Then 
again ; '* Have they dragged him horn the altar P 
Oh, husband !" Then — " All prisoners ! my poor 
crippled husband in prison I — the Holy Church in 
bondage I Did you say the sdiism was over ? No, 
surely, for I would have gone pilgrimage to Eome, 
and they told me the King forbade it. Those 
fared ill that did go, they were robbed and taken 
captive by the way ; it was that bad Count's doing 
— I cannot think of his name." 

*'Ah, she is thinking of the Count of Fondi- 
Honorat," said Father Ambrose to himself; " poor 
soul ! it was well indeed that you were forbidden 
that vain pilgrimage — ^a prison — " 

" Prison ! Yes, all prisoners !" cried the fever- 
stricken patient again. " No, but what was that 
l^oly word Father Ambrose once told me P Ah, my 
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poor head! stay — I have it nowl" And with a 
force of which a few minutes before she had not 
seemed capable, she raised herself upright, in the 
bed, and cried out fervently, " * Jerusalem which is 
above is free, which is the mother of us all !' " 

With her wan face and gleaming eyes she looked 
like one inspired, and for a moment both the monk 
and the child were paralyzed with wonder and awe ; 
then the good Father recovered his self-possession, 
and laid her gently down again, repeating sooth- 
ingly, " ' Our feet shall stand in thy gates, O Je- 
rusalem!' Be still, my daughter, - and think of 
that day of Joy." 

She became calmer, and began to prattle softly 
of things that had happened at Orronville when she 
was a little girl ; and finding this, the monk thought 
he might sjrfely leave her, and went forth to fetch 
one of her gossips to watch by her through the night. 

" Master Simon the armourer's wife is very kind 
to my mother," said Jean ; and accordingly it was 
Simon's honest spouse whom Father Ambrose by- 
and-by brought back with him. She was a cheer- 
ful stirring woman ; and bustled about, setting all 
things in order, and presently putting Jean to bed» 
much against his will. He had grace enough, 
however, to give over resistance when he saw the 
contention disturbed his mother; and was soon 
asleep, in such soft dreamless slumber as brought 
thorough refreshment, and made him feel quite 
bright and cheery when he awoke the next morning. 
His mother was then sleeping, but her rest was 
ihort, and she seemed oppressed by great weakness 
id languor on waking; though her mind was 
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clearer than it had been daring the night. She 
thanked her friend sweetly for having watched be- 
side her ; and greeted Father Ambrose when he paid 
her an early visit, with gratitude that was quite 
touching in its grave humility — showing how little 
she felt herself deserving of his kindness. She 
could scarcely wait to answer his questions about 
her health, so anxious was she to consult him about 
what could be done for her husband; and great 
was her relief when he approved of Jean's notion of 
appealing to Lord Louis, and offered himself to ac- 
company him to the H6tel Bourbon. 

" As the day wears on," said he, " the streets 
may perhaps be thronged as they were yester- 
day, for there is much disturbance among the people 
concerning this new tax ; but if you hear any tu- 
mult do not be frightened, my daughter; I will 
take care of your little one, and with the blessing 
of God wiU bring him safely back to you." 

"Thanks, thanks," murmured Marie softly; 
" and you, my Jean, keep close to the good Father 
and be attentive to his bidding. You will not be 
afraid to go with him, will you ?" 

"Not I," said the child stoutly, " I fear nothing. 
I would have tarried to watch the riot in the Eue 
de la Verrerie yesterday, only Long Simon pulled 
me on." 

" He did well to have a care of you," said Marie, 
looking gratefully towards Simon's mother; '*do 
not linger anywhere to-day, but think of your 
errand, and of your poor father in prison. Alas, 
that I should lie here helpless while my good man 
stands in such sore need of help 1" 
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" It is the Almighty's will, my daughter," said 
the priest gravely ; '* put your trust iu Him, and 
He will deliver you out of your troubles. His sure 
protection is ever around His people." 

She did not answer as he expected, nor take the 
comfort he had wished to give; a fednt shudder 
passed over her, and like ice from her lips fell the 
sad strange words, '* ' If any man defile the Temple 
of Go]>, him shall God destroy V " 

*' She bears the burden of a sin not her own, 
poor soul !" said the armourer's wife, with starting 
tears. '' Can you not give her some comfort, Pa« 
ther, while I tnm up the child for his walk ?" 

She bustled Jean away into a neighbour's room, 
and there put him to great torture by sundry wash- 
ings and combings, administered rather over-vigor* 
ously, though with the truly kind intention of keep- 
ing him out of the way of hearing what his mother 
did not wish him to know. Strange as that solemn 
text had sounded, coming in answer to the kind 
Father's admonition, Simon's wife was at no loss 
to guess its application. Twenty years before, she 
had heard it fall sternly from the lips of a monk, 
who with brave and righteous indignation, had 
ventured to rebuke a band of Maillotins, who, in 
their vengeful fury, had broken into the Church of 
S. Jacques, and murdered an unfortunate tax- 
collector who had taken sanctuary there. She re- 
membered well the shuddering horror with whicb 
her friend^ Marie, had recognised poor misguided 
Jacques among this sacrilegious band ; and though 
hia had not been the arm which had plucked the 

iserable man from his last refuge by the altar — 
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tearing asunder his agonized grasp of the Blessed 
Virgin's statue, to which he was clinging for pro- 
tection; yet the stain of haying been an accessory 
to the deed rested upon him, as well as the sin of 
having defiled the House of God by entering it 
with violence, and upon a sinful errand. 

In medisBval times such violations of the right of 
sanctuary were regarded with great and universal 
horror ; and probably, a dull stifled sense of guilt 
and remorse was at the bottom of a good deal of 
Jacques d'OrronviUe's morbid discontent. Judge, 
then, with what grief and shame the deed had 
burdened the purer soul of his faithful loving 
wife! Never had she breathed a word of this 
dark history to any living soul, and none among 
their friends and neighbours were aware that 
Jacques had taken any part in this act of sacri- 
lege, except Simon and. his wife ; who had been in 
the crowd outside the church at the time, had seen 
Jacques among the rioters, and heard the terrible 
rebuke of the brave-hearted monk. There was no 
fear of their betraying the secret, for they had known 
poor Jacques in his better days, before, the sad time 
of the revolt began, and had the true feeling of 
friends towards him ; but, though his crime was 
thus safely hidden from the knowledge of men, 
Marie knew that it could not be concealed from the 
great omniscient Judge. It did not seem strange 
or hard to her that pinching poverty had been her 
own and her husband's lot ever sinoe» and that their 
innocent babes had seemed to be bom only to die ; 
how could a blessing rest on the bouse of him who 
had so greatly sinned? Bather she was touched 
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surprised, and oh! how deeply and tremblingly 
grateful, when their latest-bom child — the little 
Jean — ^lived and throve, and passed safely from 
babyhood to boyhood ; it appeared to her a mercy 
greater than they could have dared to look for — 
much, much more than they deserved. She quite 
identified herself in thought with her husband, and 
had truly, as her friend said, borne through all 
these years the burden of a sin not her own ; but 
since Jean's birth she had felt more hopeful and 
cheerful, less weighed down by the memory of the 
past ; and not until now, when tried by illness and 
deep anxiety on her husband's behdf, had the full 
keenness of her first anguish returned upon her. 
Now, her kind confessor had much ado to comfort 
her; and Jean was left writhing with impatience 
under the hands of his careful tire-woman, until at 
length the monk's holy and soothing words had 
brought some measure of peace to the torn soul of 
his mother. 

" It may be that this imprisonment is the com- 
pletion of your husband's chastisement," ended Fa- 
ther Ambrose hopefully, "and that the work of 
penitence will now be more fully wrought in him 
than it has ever been hitherto. If this should be, 
you will have no cause to regret his present suffer- 
ings, my daughter." 

" No, but would I could bear them for him !" 

** You have borne much for him, and so content 

you ; be sure he needs the chastening, and rest in 

the thought of Who hath sent it. Now I will go 

with your little son, trusting to be able to bring 

lu back good news ; and do you lie quiet here. 
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Fret not yourself, but wait and trast, and above 
all, pray." 

She thanked him silently with her great limpid 
eyes, then folded her thin hands upon her breast, 
and lay there — the very image of patience and sub- 
mission. If you pity little Jean — as well you may 
— for being the son of such a man as Jacques le 
m^content, at least do not fail to remember that on 
the mother's side he had a goodly heritage of faith 
and sanctity ! If ever, through the grace given to 
him, he should be able to say truly with a saint of 
old, " I am Thy servant ;" with what reality and 
thankfulness might he also add, " and the son of 
Thine Handmaid I" 




CHAPTER VII. 

"Now 
Came gradous power, to still upon her brow 
Those troubled wayes of some dark underflow ; 

And her great soul, subduing pain, 

Spoke in golden smUes again." 

WOOLMEB'fl " 3fy i<W«y." 

|EE what T have brought you 1 Or no ; 
open your mouth, and shut your eyes, 
and see what I will give you !" 
It was such a laughing, coaxing, 
happy voice, that it was almost irresistible ; never- 
theless Marie did resist it, or at least, she obeyed 
the first of her son's behests and not the second, 
raising herself with an eager start from her recum- 
bent position, and opening her eyes wide, as she 
exclaimed, ** You returned, my darling ? Ah 1 how 
thankful I am to see you I And now, what news 
about your poor father ?" 

''Good news; fairly good, at least, for Lord 
Louis has written to the Duke to ask him to inter- 
cede for my father. He said he could not do more 
than that, but oh I dear mother, do not look so 
grave ; it will all come right. Father Ambrose thinks 
>. will. He could not come in with me, for he was 
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wanted si the monastery, but I can tell you all that 
passed as weU as he, only first try and eat some of 
these dainties that Lord Louis has sent you. I told 
him you were sick, and he was so sorry." 

Marie was far too ill and unhappy to care to eat ; 
but she saw that the child's heart was set on it, so 
for very love's sake she stilled her anxious longing 
to hear more, and let her little son feed her with 
some sweet syrup which Louis had told him was 
" right excellent in sickness." 

It was quite a pretty picture ; the delicate sweet* 
faced mother raising herself on one arm to be fed, 
a smile gathering in her eyes, and thrusting back 
the tears, as she accepted the ministrations of the 
loving little fellow, who knelt on the groimd beside 
her couch, carefully filling a horn spoon from the 
flask which he held in his left hand, and then with 
his right raising it to her lips, watching her the 
while with his bright eager glance, as if hoping to 
see already some sensible effects from the " right 
excellent " remedy which he had brought her. His 
little brown face was all in a glow with exercise and 
excitement, the cheeks ruddy with health, the eyes 
sparkling and dancing, the pretty little red pouting 
mouth unclosed, showing its dimpled comers and 
rows of small white teeth. Assuredly, if the syrup 
did not act as a cordial, the sight and touch of this 
dear little face did, for the mother's tears were quite 
gone, and her smile shining out victoriously, when 
presently she said, " That will do, my Jeannot ; you 
have done me good, and I thank you heartily ; and 
now ait down, and tell me all you have done to- 
day.'* 
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Jean put away his treasures, and sat down 
close to her — so close that her wasted hand could 
smooth down the dark waves of his wind-ruffled 
hair as he went on with his narration. 

" You must know, dear mother," he began, " that 
when we got to the Hotel Bourbon, Lord Louis 
was not there — " 

"Ah!" 

" But the people at the gate told us that he was 
only gone on a visit to his unde the Duke of Berri 
at the Hotel de Nesle ; so we set off thither." 

"No! did you? all that way, and across the 
river too ?" 

" Yes ; it was a long way, but I did not mind ; 
first there was a little bit of the Kue S. Denis, and 
then we crossed the Pont au Change and got into 
the city, and there, in the Eue de la Barillerie, Fa- 
ther Ambrose met a man with a mule whom he 
knew, and he gave me a lift all along that street 
and across the Pont S. Michel to the left bank, 
and then we had only to walk along the quay till we 
came to the Tour de Nesle, and there we were 1" 

" It was a long journey for you, though, and for 
the good Father, who walked all the time." 

" Yes ; I wish he had had a ride too ; the mule- 
man was so kind, he would not have let me walk 
even along the quay, only that the mule was tired ; 
it was taking provisions for the Duke of Berri's 
household, and it had a great heavy sack slung at 
each side. It was such a good thing we met that 
man, for the servitors at the Hotel knew him, and they 
would never even have let us inside the gate but for 
him. They were so rough and rude, not a bit Uke 
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the people at the H6tel Bourbon ; and they seemed 
to have no respect for Father Ambrose, though they 
must have seen he was a holy man — nasty cross 
fellows! I—" 

" Ah ; but tell me what happened when you got 
into the castle." 

" Well, at the door of the great hall, who should 
we meet but Lord Kaymond and another of the 
Duchess of Bourbon's pages, and they knew me, 
and he said that the Duchess and Lady Isabelle and 
Lord Louis were aU staying there 'to be out of 
the way of the rascaille in the city and the ville ;' 
so then I began to tell them that we were not ras- 
caille, and that we of the right bank were a great 
deal more peaceable than those of the left, for you 
know what fights the students have, mother ; but 
he called me a saucy varlet, and they mocked me, 
and Father Ambrose squeezed my hand in his so 
tight I could hardly help crying out with the pain." 

" Poor child ! but he did it to warn you. You 
are too forward with your tongue ; I have told you 
so often." 

" Well, and then he spoke to the young lords 
himself, and they brought us into the hall; and 
there were many strange knights and squires, and 
there was such a dog, oh !" — and Jean was going 
off into a rapturous description of the charms of the 
Duke of Berri's great wolf-hound, when his mother 
stopped him with the inquiry, "But, dear child, 
was Lord Louis there?" 

" Lideed no ; Lord Louis is sick, and it was some 
time before we could get leave to see him; we 
stayed among the servants by the fire at the lowe^ 
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end of the liall, while LotcL Baymond went and told 
him we were there. Then we learned that the 
Poke of Berri was not in the castle, but was away 
somewhere with the King and the Duke of Bourbon, 
and the servants told us that the Duke of Burgundy 
is dying; but he is away somewhere too. And 
none of the knights at the upper end took any notice 
of me ; it was not a bit like being at the H6tel 
Bourbon !" 

" But why should you expect notice ? You must 
not be set up as though you were a real king — ^that 
was but a play ; and now you are only a poor litUe 
boy again, you must be modest, as becomes your 
station." 

" But if I grow to be a learned man like Maurice 
de Sulli, people will honour me then, will they 
not'?" 

'* I trust they will," said Marie, smiting, though 
she had not the faintest notion who Maurice de 
Sulli was; *'for I have heard learning brings 
honour ; but you should desire it for a better reason, 
and not give way to vanity." 

When his mother began anything like reproof or 
exhortation, Jean found it remarkably convenient to 
go on with his story, and accordingly he continued : 
'' Well, but Lord Louis was just as kind as ever ; 
and when I at last got to see him, his eyes shone 
on me almost as yours do, dear mother, and he let 
me kiss his hand. And then I told him all our 
trouble, and begged him to help me, and he sent 
for his confessor and consulted with him, and pre- 
sently he said that he could not do anything in this 
matter without his father's consent^ but that the 
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Duke was not far off ; — ^he would not tell me where ; 
— and lie would write a letter and send it to him 
at once. So then a scribe came, and Lord Louis 
said the words, and the soibe wrote — oh, so fast 1 
I wish you had seen him ! and Lord Louis said he 
would send to us soon to let us know the answer ; 
and he hoped my father would be set free. And h-* 
made me eat some cakes, and he begged Father 
Ambrose to eat also ; and he gave me this syrup 
and the other things from off a silver stand by his 
side ; and he bade me greet you from him, and say 
he trusted yon would like them, and that you must 
keep up your heart, for he knew his noble father 
would help you in this sore trouble." 

" He is a blessed youth ; may the saints reward 
him !" said Marie earnestly. 

** Yes ; and he said he hoped soon to come back 
to the H6td Bourbon, and then he would send for 
me to see him ; and he said too, ' I do not wonder 
that you miss your poor father, and long to have 
him free again, for I am wearying for my own good 
father, although I know that he is in perfect freedom 
and safety.' " 

" Poor young heart ! Did he look sad and ill ?" 
" Yes ; his eyes were heavy, and his cheek was 
almost as white and thin as yours; but still he 
laughed when he spoke, and made light of his ill- 
ness. And he was not in bed ; he was sitting in a 
chair by the fire, reading ; and when I asked him 
why he did not bide in bed when he was sick, he 
said his father did not like him to be lazy, and that 
he should never be fit to be a knight if he could not 
bear up against a little pain. He had a parchment 
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scroll on his lap, all with names on it ; and when I 
asked him wlutt it was, he told me it was a 
list of places in Beaujohus, and that the Duke 
was going to give him that bit of the duchy as his 
ap — oh ! what was the word ? — appanage ! so soon 
as he should be knighted : and then he talked about 
what he would do, and said perhaps some day he 
would found a monastery, such as his father is 
building at Vichy, and that there should be a school 
there, and I should be one of the teachers if I had 
learning enough. His eyes got all bright as he 
talked, and he looked so happy, and said so grandly, 
'/ will do this,' and '/will do that;' but pre- 
sently his confessor, who had been speaking with 
Father Ambrose, turned round and said, in oh ! 
such a stern graye way, ' My son, tftke Lord will, 
we shall liye, and do this or that !' " 

" Ah, true ! And what did Lord Louis say ?" 

'' He said nothing, but hung his head and red- 
dened like a girl ; I wondered to see him so easily 
abashed, but I think it must haye been all out of 
his goodness, for he is very good, I am sure, 
mother." 

" Yes, truly he is," replied Marie, speaking faintly, 
not from lack of interest, but because the effort of 
listening and answering had become too much for 
her head in its present weakened st^te. Well was 
it for her that at that moment the armourer's wife, 
who had been home for a while, returned, silenced 
Jean's talkatiyeness by giving him his supper, and 
held quiet rule in the little room for the remainder 
of the eyening. 

The next day, Jean yery ]inwilliDgly went to 
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school as usual, and had some difficulty in excusing 
himself to his masters for having been absent the 
day before. However, Long Simon spoke for him, 
and Eather Antoine pitied him and took his part ; 
and the only bad result was, that Father Martin 
was angered by his careless nonchalant way of ac- 
counting for his absence, and thought that in future 
a little sterner discipline would be better for him 
than the gentle treatment he had received hitherto. 

** If his father is seditious and rebellious to the 
laws, he can have but a bad example at home," re- 
flected the monk ; and this, which to some would 
have seemed a sort of excuse for the little boy's self- 
willed pertness, to him appeared only an additional 
reason for discouraging that fault by rigorous re- 
buke. So, between the chief master and the small- 
est scholar arose a sort of contest, which was re- 
newed day by day, till Jean began almost to hate 
rather Martin, and to enjoy vexing him, while the 
Father himself was far from hating Jean, but was 
becoming more and more deterthined to conquer his 
unruly spirit. 

Meantime, while matters were thus unprosperous 
at school, Jean's home troubles were lessening. 
His mother was better ; and his father, after pass- 
ing ten days in prison, was released by the Duke of 
Bourbon's intervention, and came forth, somewhat 
subdued outwardly, though in heart more embittered 
against the Government than ever. He might al- 
most be pardoned the burning indignation — shared 
by better men — with which he heard, some time after, 
that the greater part of the sum which had been 
raised by the new tax, and which had been depq- 

H 
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%ited in one of the towers of tbe palace with the 
solemn understanding that none of the royal dukes 
were to touch it but by common consent, and for 
the interests of the kingdom, had been carried off 
at night by the Duke of Orleans and an armed band 
of followers, and applied by him to his own per- 
sonal use. Scarcely a third of the .collected sum 
remained at the disposal of Government ; and weU 
might the injured people groan for their own wrongs 
and those of their helpless king, and load with 
bitter execrations the name of the daring robber. 

Nearly all the dukes were included in the popular 
disfavour; and when news came of the Duke of 
Burgundy's death at Halle, there was small grief 
among the people, and great wrath among his cre- 
ditors, for he was so deeply in debt, that even the 
sale of all his personal effects did not produce an 
amount sufficient to admit of giving each their due. 
Then came the tidings that the Duke of Bern was 
languishing in his Castle of Bicetre, near Paris, op- 
pressed by the intelligence of his brother's death, 
and like to die himself, having been seized by the 
prevailing epidemic. 

The clergy, at any rate, were grieved at this, for 
he had been to them always a generous friend; 
and when he now sent a splendid gold cross en- 
riched with precious stones to the Cathedral of 
Notre Dame, imploring that special intercession 
might be offered up for him, the chapter determined 
to have a solemn religious procession on his behalf. 
The Parisian clergy, both regular and secular, re- 
sponded readily to the summons; but the laity 
were backward, and had to be pressed into the ser- 
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viee by argument, entreaty, and — ^when these failed 
— by force. 

Jacques le m^content, happening to be abroad 
that day, was seized and hustled into the procession, 
forced, will he, nill he, to hobble along, holding a 
lighted taper, and exhorted to offer a prayer for the 
Puke of Berri's recovery. Poor man! it would 
have been well if he could with sincerity have prayed 
for one whom he thought his enemy ; but he was 
not likely to do from compulsion what he would 
not do out of free-will, and his mutterings had little 
of the spirit of devotion in them, though he sup- 
pressed any more open sign of rebellion, and hob- 
bled on ungraciously and ungracefully to his jour- 
ney's end, looking ludicrously uncomfortable and 
sour ; but deserving some credit for even this un- 
amiable submission, seeing how vast was the effort 
of submitting at all. The Brethren of S. Germain 
TAuxerrois and their pupils formed part of the pro- 
cession ; and Jean thought it a brave show, and was 
quite content to walk steadily and join as best he 
could in the measured rhythmic chant, until sud- 
denly he caught sight of poor Jacques being hustled 
along so manifestly against his inclination, and then 
the fiery little soiil took flame, and he tried to run 
off to the rescue, and resented bitterly the restraint 
of Brother Martin's detaining arm. He twisted 
and wriggled, and tried hard to get away, and very 
nearly set Brother Martin in a blaze by the reckless 
manner in which he brandished his taper ; but all 
this refractoriness availed nought, the monk kept 
^rm hold of him, and went on chanting all the time 
with a stern unmoved face, as if no amount of little 
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boys' naughtiness ooold disturb bis cold equaniinily. 
Somehow this cabnness irritated Jean more than 
anything, and though he was of course obliged to 
yield, he did so with a Teiy bad grace, and plodded 
along as sullenly as his father, pouting instead of 
singing, and brimful of red-hot republicanism, long- 
ing^to abolish all authority, and inaugurate a Uto- 
pian era in which everybody should be allowed to 
do exactly as they liked. 

He was in much the same mind, though in a 
brighter and less sullen temper, when he went to 
school the next morning ; and very defiantly did be 
receive Father Antoine's salutation: "Ah I little 
rebel ! are you come to ask pardon for your beha- 
viour of yesterday ? Gro to Father Martin's desk, 
he has something to say to you ;" answering, with- 
out attempting to move, '* I have come to school to 
learn, not to beg pardons." 

- '' Humility and submission must be your first 
lesson, then, to-day, my son," rejoined the master 
gravely ; " go now at once, as I have bidden you." 
■ There was kindness as well as firmness in the 
tone ; and Jean obeyed, so far as to march straight 
to Brother Martin's desk and stand there silently, 
looking up with his bright resolute face to hear 
what his preceptor might have to say to him. He 
was allowed to stand there for some time without 
the smallest notice being taken of him. Brother 
Martin seemed quite occupied in teaching his own 
class of elder boys; at last, however, when Jean 
moved impatiently and turned as if to run away 
again, he looked up, and said coldly, " Stay there. 
I will speak to you anon." 
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It was certainly ratber a hard beginniDg to the 
lesson of submission, and would have seemed very 
terrible to a timid child ; but to Jean it was only 
provoking. He could feel that the other boys were 
staring at him, and he stared back at them; but 
this was not an exhilarating proceeding, for they 
telegraphed signs of warning and compassion, or of 
mockery, according to their dispositions, and he 
had no mind to be either pitied or laughed at, and 
"was ready to stamp his foot with vexation. Before 
Brother Martin had deigned to speak to him came 
the hour for prayers ; and Brother Colombe went 
round as usual, collecting the choir-boys. Jean's 
firesh sweet voice and quick ear had caused him to 
be enrolled among them, so when his kind friend 
appeared he looked up joyfully, believing that the 
waiting part of his penance was over. Not so, 
however ; as he pressed forward. Brother Colombe 
motioned him back, saying sadly, " Not to-day, my 
son ;" and as the bewildered eyes asked for expla- 
nation, he added, " you would not chant yesterday 
when you were bidden, so I must not let you chant 
to-day, be you never so willing." 
- Jean's stubborn heart was melting beneath the 
grieved tenderness of his favourite master's tones ; 
but it froze into pride again as Brother Martin said, 
" Stay where you are I I cannot have you come to 
church at all this morning ; our services are for the 
good or the penitent, not for those who are self- 
willed and perverse." 

He was locked into the school-room, and stayed 
there all alone, while the others went to church, 
feeling much more dismayed and affronted th 
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ashamed or humbled, and by no means inclined to 
remain standing on the spot where he had been left, 
but rather disposed to wander about and see what 
amusement he could find for himself. This accor- 
dingly he did ; and when Brother Martin and the 
rest returned, they found him mounted up on the 
senior master's high-backed chair, turning over with 
a careless hand the parchment leaves of a beautiful 
illuminated copy of S. Augustine's ''De Civitate 
Pei," which Brother Martin — ^who could be very 
kind to the diligent and deserving — ^had brought 
with him into the school that morning to show to 
his own class as a reward for past industry ! 

He was immediately seized with no gentle grasp, 
and lifted down from the chair ; nor was this all ; 
a child who was not awed by being excluded from 
the church service must, the monk thought, be in- 
deed one of rare audacity, and words of reproof or 
exhortation would be wasted on him, the more for- 
cible argument of blows must be tried instead. In 
short, our little king was flogged, and it must be 
owned he pretty well deserved it, though his was a 
spirit which could not be conquered by such means. 
As soon as he was released, he poured forth a tor- 
rent of passionate words, threats of coming to school 
no more, of appealing to the Duke of Bourbon, &c., 
&c. ; but it was all as vain as it was wrong and 
foolish, for the only notice Brother Martin took of 
it was to carry off the enraged speaker and lock him 
up in a small dusky room adjoining the school, 
wnich did not contain one article of furniture, nor a 
single object of any kind which could be converted 
'to a vehicle for amusement. And so the indulged 
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home-cliild, tlie little- Twelfth-day monarch, the 
privOeged favourite of Louis of Beaujolais, was left 
in silence and solitude to recover from his punish- 
ment and repent him of his naughtiness as best he 
might I As yet repentance was far from him, for 
he was too angry to be able to judge sincerely of 
his own wrong-doing, and a long long way from 
the humility of spirit which would have "turned 
the rod into the rood," and made the discipline 
healing. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



'''Ever alacke, my little foot-page, 
What causes thee to wail ? 

' Hath any one done to thee wrong, 
Any of thy fellowes here ? 
Or is any of thy good friends dead, 
That thou shedst many a teare ? 

' Or if it be my head bookes-man, 

Aggrieyed he shall bee : 
For no man here within my howse 
Shall doe wrong unto thee V 

< O it is not your head bookes-man. 

Nor none of his degree ; 
But, on to-morrow ere it be noone, 
Ail doomed to die are ye.' " 

Percy's Seliques, 

EAN Cabaret, 'en penitence' in the 
dark cell, was just as rebellious and 
unconquered an urchin as he had 
been before Brother Martin's cor- 
rection. Although quite alone, he disdained to 
cry, and would not own his fault even to himself, 
but thought, or tried to think, that he had been 
punished very unjustly, and wished the Duke could 
know how his master had treated him. Who could 
have supposed that any one would presume to beat 
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the little king, whom the Duke of Bourbon had 
crowned, and whom so many grand lords and 
knights had praised and made much of? 

There was nothing to turn the current of his 
thoughts, for the room, as has been said, was desti- 
tute of all furniture, and its one small window was 
placed so high up in the wall, that even by stand- 
ing on tip-toe Jean could not see out of it ; and 
thus he was still brooding over his wrongs, though 
more than an hour had already been passed in this 
melancholy occupation, when his attention was sud- 
denly arrested by the unusual sound of the tramp- 
ling of horse's hoofs in the court-yard through 
which the school was approached. There was some- 
thing cheering in the * hurre, hurre, hop, hop, hop,' 
with which the steed dashed up to the school-room 
door ; and as there instantly followed a shower of 
brisk knocks on this heavy oaken portal, made ap- 
parently with the thick end of a riding-whip, Jean 
concluded rightly that the rider had not dismounted, 
and that he either was, or fancied himself to be, a 
person of importance. The unglazed window of 
the ceD admitted sounds very distinctly; and the 
place of Jean's captivity was at the front of the 
building, quite near to the school door, so he could 
plainly hear part of the parley which ensued when 
this was opened. His own name was the first word 
which met his ear, and this was followed, apparently, 
by some request, in which the expressions "our young 
lord begs," " the Hotel Bourbon," and " if the Bre- 
thren will allow it," alone were audible. 

The reply was spoken too low for Jean to hear, 
but the stranger's rejoinder, ** WeD, ask Bjothr 
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Martin, then, and be quick : I will await his an- 
swer," enabled him to guess what the tenor of it had 
been. The rider was evidently not of a very pa- 
tient nature, yet not half so impatiently did he 
* await the answer' as that pair of eager ears which 
the thick walls shut in. When it came, however, 
it was almost inaudible to Jean, and its purport 
would have remained unknown to him, had not the 
stranger obligingly echoed the concluding words ; 
" He has been malapert and rebellious, you say. 
Well, 'tis but just he should lose his treat then, and 
yet I wish Brother Martin Cbuld have pardoned 
him, for Lord Louis' sake. Perhaps our Duke will 
send again for him ere long, for our young lord 
craves much to see him, and we must look to it 
that his cravings be quickly satisfied, since I fear 
he will not be much longer among us." 

The esquire, for such he was, rode away when he 
had said this, without trying his powers of persua- 
sion on Brother Martin or his messenger : but what 
a tempest of indignation, love, and sorrow, he left 
behind in the breast of little Jean ! 

That Lord Louis was very ill and wanted him, 
and that Brother Martin would not let him go — 
what sad provoking news was this 1 But he would 
not submit to such cruelty, not he ! He would see 
his young lord in spite of Brother Martin : and he 
tossed his curly head, and dashed a few indignant 
tears from his brown eyes, as he came to this hasty 
resolve. Only it was much easier to make such a 
resolution than to act upon it, for when one is locked 
in, getting out is not a very feasible matter. On 
lookiug round, Jean discovered — ^what he had aot 
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remarked before — ^that the cell had another door be- 
sides that which communicated with the school* 
room, and from its position he believed that it must 
open on the court-yard ; but how to get it open 
was the question. He tugged at the handle with- 
out any result, and then he groped about and found 
a bolt, low down near the floor, which with some 
trouble he managed to undraw. His little fingers 
felt quite sore with the effort, but he did not care 
for that, and great was his joy when, on trying the 
handle again, he found that the door yielded a little, 
showing that it was not locked as he had feared, 
but only kept closed by another bolt which was 
high up, near the top. To reach this bolt was now 
the difficulty, for it was far above his height, but he 
was nothing daunted, and began a series of jumps, 
hoping by practice to jump high enough to be able 
to unfasten it. What funny little wild leaps those 
were, and how hot and tired the child became with 
his fruitless exertions! Yet the passionate heart 
within him would not let him give up,, and after 
pausing a minute to rest and take breath, he made 
one last frantic effort, and actually succeeded in 
catching hold of the bolt. He clung to it desper* 
ately, and with his feet swinging in the air, applied 
his whole strength to draw it back. He succeeded, 
and with a violent jerk the door creaked backwards 
on its hinges, making a noise which turned even 
stout-hearted little Jean almost sick with fright. He 
expected to see Brother Martin instantly appear, 
and he dropped on his feet, quaking all over with 
alarm and fatigue, too much spent to run off at 
once, though the way of escape was now open. 
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No one came, however, and in a few minutes he 
recovered breath, and made a dash across the court- 
yard and out into the road. Once in the streets, he 
ran along with fearless joy, and never stopped until 
he reached the H6tel Bourbon, which, fortunately 
for him, was at no great distance from the school. 
The warders at the gates of the ducal mansion hesi- 
tated before granting him admission, but when he 
told them his name, and repeated the message 
which had brought him to the Hotel, they allowed 
him to pass on. So did the waiting- men at the 
door of the great hall, and when he had adyanced 
into it, he was met by one of Lord Louis' own 
attendant squires, who recognized him, and seemed 
glad that he had come, though observing with some 
surprise, *' I thought the message returned was that 
you had been unruly, and were under chastisement : 
I am sure that was the word which Andr^ brought 
to our young lord. It grieved him much to think 
that he could not see you, and it is as well that the 
good Brothers have changed their mind, and sent 
you here after all." 

Jean's honest face reddened ; the good Brothers 
had been far from changing their mind, as he well 
knew, and but for the fear of being hindered from 
seeing Louis he would have candidly confessed to 
the good-natured squire how the case reaUy stood. 
As it was, however, he was silent, and the young 
man ushered him up the stairs and along a gallery, 
at the end of which he paused, and drawing aside 
the tapestry hangings which concealed an arched 
doorway, leant his head forward as if listening to 
some sound within the chamber. 
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" Hush ! I think the holy Father the Prior of 
S. Denis is with my lord," he whispered to Jean, 
as he drew back his head. " I know he was here a 
little while ago, and I hear something like the re* 
peating of a prayer, so we must wait." 

" But it is Lord Louis' own voice," returned the 
child, whose quicker ear had detected the tones he 
loved ; and at this the squire put back the hangings 
further, and looking in, said, " Yes, you are right, 
it is Lord Louis himself that is speaking, and only 
Lady Isabelle is with him ; so stay here a moment, 
and I will tell him you are come." 

The dying youth lay on a bed of carved wood, 
canopied with ruby velvet, which threw a deep 
shade on his transparently white face : his thin 
hands were clasped together, and his great dark 
eyes, so calm and peaceful in their expression^ 
seemed gazing beyond what was outward into the 
unseen world, while his pale lips slowly murmured 
Bernard of Morlaix's noble words — 



" O mea, spes mea, ta Syon aurea, clarior auro, 
Agmine splendida, stans duce florida, perpete lauro ; 
O bona patria, xium tua gaudia teque videbo ? 
O bona patria, nam tua preemia plena tenebo P" 

He raised his head at the entrance of his fa-" 
vourite esquire, and with a soft slow smile awoke 
from his inward communings, and listened to the 
announcement of Jean's arrival. 

** Let him come in," he said ; and Jean scarcely 
waited for the permission before rushing to the bed- 
side, and covering with kisses the hand which his 
young patron extended to him. 
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" There, that will do, my little one. Gret up and 
rest here in this cushioned chair by my side," said 
the young noble, smiling. " There is not much of 
my hand left, and you will kiss it all away if you do 
not quickly cease. Baise up your face, and let me 
see whether you look as bright and bold as ever." 

The child obeyed, but his rosy lips were puck- 
ered up quaintly in the effort to repress a sob, and 
his debonnaire glance was quenched in tears. 

" Why, how now, my little friend ?'* said Louis 
kindly. " I fear your punishment of this morning 
weighs on your spirit. No doubt the good fathers 
are very strict in their discipline : but you must 
cheer up, and try to deserve better of them for the 
future." 

" I do not care for them," sobbed the boy. " I 
never cried when Father Martin beat me." 

"But perhaps you are grieving for your fault, 
though not for the punishment ? and that is well. 
Yet be comforted now, and tell me how you like 
your school-life on the whole." 

" I do not like it at all ; the masters are not kind 
and gentle to me, like you, fair sir. Ah ! why will 
you not stay with us ? It is for you I am crying, 
for the rider who came with your message said we 
should not have you among us much longer." 

"Did he say so?" faltered Louis, not without 
emotion : and Lady Isabelle came forward hastily 
from her seat iu the window, saying, 

" Hush, hush ! You must not speak so to my 
brother. How could you think of telling him that !" 

"Never mind, dear sister, let him say what he 
will," said the young lord, recovering himself. " It 
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is quite true that ray days are numbered, I read as 
much in my noble father's face just now, though he 
turned quickly, and went away in hopes to hide his 
agitation from me. But enough of this, I waut to 
hear something of yourself, Jean. You were so full 
of your father's and mother's troubles when I last 
saw you, that you had not time to tell me much of 
yourself; and I should like to know how you are 
getting on, in learning and in other things. What 
do the monks teach you ?" 

** Father Antoine teaches me to read, and by-and- 
by I am to learn Latin and arithmetic," said Jean, 
wiping his eyes and trying to answer distinctly. " I 
am one of the choir-boys already, and Father Co- 
lombe teaches me to sing, and to recite the Psalten 
Father Martin does not teach me anything yet, he 
only scolds me and boxes my ears when he sees me 
staring about ; but he has a class of bigger boys, 
and teaches them Aristotle and other hard things ; 
so doubtless I shall have to learn from him when I 
am older." 

" And you are in no great hurry for that time to 
arrive, I suppose ?" said Louis, laughing. *' Mean- 
while, which of your present tasks do you like 
best?" 

" The singing, I think ; though I wish Father 
Colombe would teach us to carol some merry stare 
such as my father knows, instead of only chants 
and hymns. Such a one, my lord, as that which 
begins, 

' Jacques Bonshommes. 
Oessez, cessez, gens d'armes et pietoDf^ 
De piller et manger le bonhomme 
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Qui de longtemps Jacques Bonhomme 
Se nomme.' " 

The little voice warbled it forth airily, as if it had 
been something very gay and charming ; but the 
esquire, who was in waiting at the other end of the 
room, here advanced to the bedside, exclaiming, 
** Why, that is rank treason ! Do you not know, 
my lord, that this was what the Jacquerie sang 
in the terrible year 1358 ? I wonder the child can 
be so insolent as to quote it in your presence." 

" He means no harm," said Louis gently, " he 
thought it a merry air, and took no heed of the 
words, I suspect. — But look you here, Jean, you 
must not sing it any more ; it was used once on a 
time to stir up strife and bloodshed, so it had best 
be forgotten, had it not ? I do not wonder you 
love gay songs ; I too like a merry ditty, such as 
the minstrels sing at feasts; and yet, methinks, 
there is no music in the world so beautiful as the 
holy chants of the monks." 

Jean opened his eyes wide in wonder ; and the 
young noble continued, " I have been told of a 
knight who, on first hearing the saintly hymns of 
the Brethren of S. Denis, was so transported with 
joy and emotion, that he fainted away ; and when I 
first went to that abbey with my father and our gra- 
cious King — it was a long time ago, when I was 
quite a little child — I also felt ready to faint for 
very rapture." 

Jean smiled uncomprehendingly, for he was made 
of tougher mould than the young Sire de Beaujolais, 
and was not so open to fine impressions, but pre- 
sently he said, " There is indeed something in the 
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voice of Father Colombe which puts me in mind of 
what my good mother tells me of the songs of hea- 
ven ; and he has a face like that of the carven angel 
over the pillar where she kneels in church. I have 
looked at that many a time while she has been say- 
ing Paters and Aves." 

" Ah, your mother is a pious woman, then ? I 
thought as much. And now tell me about Father 
Colombe : you said he was one of your masters, did 
you not P" 

" Yes : he teaches me singing, and I wish indeed 
that he taught me all my lessons, for he is so gen- 
tle, and so seldom displeased with me, and never 
chides like Father Martin." 

** Ah, you have no love for chiding, I see ; and 
I cannot blame you for that, for neither have I," 
said Louis, with a half roguish look of mingled 
amusement and sympathy, which served to show 
that, wise as were his words at times, he was still a 
boy in feeling as well as age. 

*• I think it is the most tiresome thing that ever 
was," said Jean, shrugging his small shoulders : 
** yet I could bear it from some that I know, better 
than from Father Martin. Oh, how I do hate him ! 
If I could do as I liked, I would have him hanged 
up by the ears, like those two Augustine friars who 
practised wicked arts on our Lord the King." 

" Whom may God defend from all such for the 
future !" interposed Louis, crossing himself. " But 
indeed, my little Jean, this seems to me a very 
wicked wish of yours, and I must have you retract 
it speedily. Even if Father Martin were your cruel 
enemy, you should not desire for him so sad a fate, 

I 
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and seeing that lie is yonr teacher, and means yon 
well, it is doubly wrong to barbour such a wish 
respecting him." 

" Ah ! so eyen you can chide, my loid, when oo- 
easion serves !" replied the unabashed child with 
naive audacity, stealing a look of half-arch, half- 
saucy reproach from under his long eyelashes at the 
grave face of his reprover. 

If Lady Isabelle or the esquire had heard these 
bold words, they would have been more angered 
than amused : but they had returned to their for- 
mer positions, so this sofUy spoken piece of naugh- 
tiness only reached the ears of him to whom it was 
addressed, and the sweet-tempered Louis could not 
forbear a smile as he replied, "Father Colombe 
himself would have been forced to reprove you if 
he had heard what you said just now ; and indeed, 
my Jeannot, if you answer Father Martin as you 
have answered me, I cannot wonder that he thinks 
you overbold, and punishes you accordingly." 

Playfully as this speech was uttered, Jean felt the 
gprave reproof implied in it, and his little pert fjMse 
grew rosy with shame. Had he not all his life 
heard and been encouraged to imitate the licence of 
tongue which his father allowed himsdf, he oould 
not have so ^ed in respect to one whom he loved 
and honoured as he did Lord Louis, and even as 
it was, he had grace enough to be sorry for his 
rudeness. 

'* Please to forgive me, my lord," he stammered : 
" I wish I had bitten my saucy tongue through ra- 
ther than have spoken so to yo» / My mother says 
if I were to bite it when I feel inclined to speak 
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naaghty words, it would not ran away witE me as 
it does." 

Louis' silver langh once more rang out. " Give 
it a good bite next* time, then," he said merrily : 
and after a pause, during which a painful cough put 
a sudden stop to his brief gleam of mirth, he con- 
tinued, " I know it is difficult to help saying what 
comes into one's head ; I have often got into dis- 
grace with my lady-mother for speaking without 
due thought ; but, Jean, I want you to promise me 
that you will try to be good, and especially that 
you will not give Father Martin cause for anger 
any more. I should like to think that you were 
happy at school, and loved your masters. Will you 
not try hard to please them for the future ?" 

'' I will, if I do not forget," said the child can- 
didly. 

"Are you given to forgettmgP" asked Louis 
lightly : then with grave tenderness he added, *' 1 
think, little heart, you will not forget this, because 
it may be the last thing I shall ask of you before I 
-die." 

Jean's answer was a burst of bitter sobs, which 
made Lady Isabelle raise her head and say, " Would 
it not be better, dear brother, that you should send 
the child down stairs, and let Etienne comfort him, 
and give him some refreshment ? These tears are 
too trying for you." 

Jean lifted Ms face and looked at her as she swept 
across the room towards him, her childish figure 
erect with the dignity which she thought became a 
maiden of royal blood, and the destined bride of the 
future King of Denmark : to him her proposal, 
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made in all kindness, seemed most cruel, and he 
dung convulsiyely to his friend's couch, as though 
he thought she were ahout to drag him away from it. 

" Be content, dear Isahelle," said Louis, " I will 
send him away shortly ; but I expect my father to 
return each moment, and he may wish to send some 
message to the good Brothers of S. Gennain. — 
You must not forget, Jean, to thank them on my 
behalf for having sent you to me. Is one of them 
waiting for you below, or did they let you come here 
alone P" 

"I — ^they — ^they would not have let me come 
here at all if they had known," stammered Jean, 
hiding his face in the coverlet ; '* that cross Father 
Martin had locked me in, but I found a way to get 
out, and I ran off without asking anybody's leave ; 
I wanted so to see you, my lord." 

Isabelle's pretty race wore a look of horror at this 
intelligence, and even the gentle Louis seemed much 
perturbed as he rejoined, " What ! you came hither 
without leave ? against Brother Martin's will even ? 
How little did I guess that when I welcomed you 
so gladly !" 

" Surely your masters will be very angry with 
you," said Isahelle, a toudi of pity softening her 
girlish statdiness. 

" I do not care, lady ; they may kill me if they 
like, now that I have had my way, and seen my 
dear kind Lord Louis," said Jean with kindling 
pride. 

" But / care," said Louis sweetly ; '' and I am 
sorry indeed that you should have run into this 
fault on my account. I will do what I can to save 
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you from punishment, but the wrong is done, and I 
feel as though in part guilty of the doing of it." 

"You have no need to feel so," said Tsabelle, 
kissing him, "for you are altogether blameless;" 
and Jean seconded the words by the involuntary cry, 

" You are only too good, my lord ! Ah, why am 
I so naughty ?" 

It had come upon him all at once : the sense of 
his fault, and of the long train of rebellious thoughts 
which had led to the outbreak of the previous day, 
and to his sauciness under reproof that morning. 
Before Louis' humble goodness the little king's 
fierce pride had melted suddenly away, and if Bro- 
ther Martin had approached with his scourge at that 
moment, he would have knelt meekly to receive its 
discipline. 

But tenderer treatment awaited the little penitent. 
The kind voice of the young Sire de Beaujolais bade 
him be comforted, and even the stately Isabelle 
passed her hand caressingly over his bowed head 
saying, " Do not fret, perhaps the good Brothers, 
seeing how sorry you are, will deal gently with you." 

"I wiU send them a petition to that effect," said 
Louis, " if my father approves. And look, herie he 
comes ! Bise up, Jean, and dry your eyes : I wiU 
plead for you with Mm." 

And in truth, in such a charitable light did 
Louis put his little friend's conduct as he told the 
tale of the day's adventures, that the good Duke, 
after bestowing a mild rebuke on the culprit, pro- 
mised to send him baick to the school under the care 
of the faithfrd old servitor Etienne, who should be 
the bearer of a message to Brother Martin, praying 
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Hm, as he loved the Lord Louis and the Duke him- 
self, to deal indulgently with their wayward prot^. 
/ Many noblemen even less exalted in rank than 
the Duke of Bourbon, would have sent a far more 
imperious message, but he was one who always 
treated ecclesiastics with great courtesy and rever- 
ence, nor indeed even to the poorest layman was he 
ever uncourteous or overbearing. 

He looked pale and careworn now, and the sha- 
dow of the great sorrow hanging over him was visi- 
ble on his fine face. The black robes which he 
wore for the Duke of Burgundy were but the pre- 
sage of that deeper mourning which he should soon 
have cause to assume. 

" God speed you, my little one," he said kindly 
to Jean, as the child bade him a subdued and hum- 
ble farewell : *' let me hear a better report of you 
for the future. I have had much ado to save your 
fjEither from trouble for the freedom of speech with 
which he has spoken concerning the new tax, and 
that licence of tongue which may be pardoned in 
one so pain-stricken and infirm as he, cannot be 
suffered in a child. You must learn to rule your 
spirit, and be submissive towards your teachers, re- 
membering that what your friends desire for you is 
not only clerkly learning, but that you may be 
trained up in the fear of God, and in all holy obe- 
dience." 

Jean heard this in respectful silence, and then 
turned to kiss the hand of the invalid, longing — oh, 
how earnestly ! — ^for a permission to come and see 
him again, if but once, before he died : though in- 
deed, with childish hopefulness, he trusted that 
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death might be much further from him than those 
around lum seemed to think. Strangely touched 
was he to find tears in the young lord's eyes as his 
trembling farewell was spoken. 

" I may never see you more, but remember me in 
your prayers, my Jeannot, and be good and faithful, 
valiantly keeping yourself pure from the evil of the 
world, as befits so brave a heart," said the dying 
youth. " God be with you ever, and the good 
saints guide you into aU holy ways !" 

Holy ways ! The rebeUious spirit had much to 
learn ere it could walk in such paths securely ; but 
the first steps on that pure but difficult road were 
taken that very day, and the " good saint" who un- 
der Providence had led the little feet thither was — 
though he knew it not — this young Louis of Bour- 
bon, whose farewell words were made for ever sacred 
by the silence which followed them, the deep silence 
of death. 





CHAPTEK IX. 

'' Hoary headB were bowed and trembling, 
Withered hands were clasped and wrung ; 
God had left the old and feeble, 
He had ta'en away the young." 

Attouk. 

HE love of the foi^ven ! We all know 
what great things it can accomplish 
— ^how purely, how fervently it can 
bum and glow 1 From great sinners, 
who — ^their penitence having been met by forgive- 
ness — ^have become even greater saints, down to the 
little children, whose stammering "very sorry" has 
been answered by a tender assurance of pardon, and 
who try hard to be good all the day after, we see 
what fresh and beautiful energy can spring from 
the feeling that we have been treated more merci- 
fully than we deserve; and that now — the past 
being condoned — we may take heart of grace for 
the future, and strive to show, by faithful obedience 
and eager service, that we, to whom much has been 
forgiven, can love much. Something of this little 
Jean was feeling when he awoke from his sleep the 
morning after his visit to the H6tel Bourbon ; and 
he new-sprung love in him gushed forth, not 
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only heavenwards, but also towards his former 
enemy, stem Brother Martin. For when, late in 
the afternoon, wearied with fatigue and grief and 
shame, he had bent down in the great school-room 
— ^from which the other boys had just dispersed — 
to confess himself in fault, and own that he deserved 
nought but penance, no stem sentence, no wrathful 
blow had come in answer, but there had fallen 
gently and gravely from the monk's lips healing 
words of pardon and of kindness. Whether the 
Duke's message, faithfully delivered by his trusty 
servitor, had had the effect of tempering Brother 
Martin's rigorous view of Jean's delinquencies, or 
whether, seeing that the child had at last learned 
to be really humble and penitent for his faults, he 
had thought that mercy might now be safely shown 
him, Jean could not tell, and did not care to in- 
quire. He only knew that all his bad behaviour at 
the procession, all his rebellious words when under 
chastisement, and even that last most daring piece 
of naughtiness, the escape from his solitary confine- 
ment, had been fully pardoned ; that Brother Mar- 
tin had forgiven him, and had spoken to him with 
inch real kindness as even Brother Colombe could 
hardly have surpassed. 

It had been sad to come home and find his father 
storming at the notion of '' the dastardly old monks 
having dared to lay a finger on him," — while his 
mother, alarmed at Long Simon's report of his re- 
beUion and subsequent flight, was just donning 
doak and hood, and preparing to set forth in search 
of him — and vainly had the child endeavoured to 
appease Jacques' unreasonable rage. 
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When, as he sat munching his supper on the 
hearth, he had lifted his heavy eyes, and said in 
answer to some philippic of his father's, " Ah, but 
I did behave very badly ; and if you see me fret 
now, 'tis not for the punishment, but because I fear 
Lord Louis is dying, and I am so sorry to have 
vexed him with my naughtiness ;" the old man had 
raised Ids hand in utter astonishment, crying, " So 
that is what they have made of you ! a poor-spirited 
monkling, who will take a cudgelling as a hound' 
does, and thank him that gave it 1 Out upon you ! 
you're no true lad of mine." 

And Marie had drawn the wearied and perplexed 
child away to bed, whispering as she kissed bim, 
" Your father has been ill at ease all day, and in his 
love for you was vexed to hear of your being so 
sharply punished ; but do not take his words to 
heart : you do well to be sorry for your fault, and I 
am heartily pleased with you." 

And, alas! when Jean woke in the morning, 
with that new spring of love making his heart warm, 
he found his father still in an angry and sullen 
mood, still uttering invectives against the monks, 
and determinedly raking up alTthe anecdotes Jean 
had ever told him of the sharp discipline which 
held sway in the school of S. Germain TAuxerrois. 
The child was too much used, however, to his £bi- 
ther's railings to take much notice of them now, 
and went forth to school with a calm and almost 
happy fiaoe, though wishing that he might rather 
have been allow^ to bend his steps to the H6tel 
Bourbon, and see how it fared with his good friend 
there. 



THE KINQ OF A DAY. 123 

It fared well, though not in the way that little 
Jean desired, for the young Louis lay dying in per- 
fect faith and peace; and the heart of the elder 
Louis was bowed in humble resignation, so that he 
was ready to own with the Shunammite of old, that 
it " was well" with his child, though death was fast 
setting its seal on the fair brow wluch he had hoped 
to see encircled by the helmet of a knight. He and 
the mother had trained the boy in courteous ways, 
in devout usages, in noble charitable thoughts and 
deeds, hoping to see him shine forth like the preux 
chevaliers of olden time, a faithful man in a faithless 
age, a perfect type of knighthood in a day when 
unknightly dee^ and unknightly maxims were be- 
coming fatally prevalent. Well, this training had 
not been altogether lost ; they had meant to make 
a knight of him, and God's grace had overpassed 
their efforts, and had made of him a saint. The 
white robe, and the laver, and the vigil of a virgin- 
knight, were not for him ; but his was the reality 
which these things signified — ^the purity, the watch- 
ing for his LoBD, the white raiment of the re- 
deemed. 

Three days after Jean's visit to the H6tel Bour- 
bon, Brother Martin stopped him when school was 
over, and bade him wait for a minute after the other 
boys had gone. 

" I have something to tell you," he said gravely, 
when they were left together in quiet ; " your good 
friend and patron, the young Lord Louis, has gone 
to his rest. Word has been brought to me that he 
died at ten o'clock to-day, in great peace both of 
body and soul." 
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Jean's eyes dilated for a moment in surprise and 
awe, then quiyered into tears, almost the first that 
the monk had ever seen him shed. 

Eor a few moments only the sound of this weep- 
ing oould he heard; then Brother Martin, laying 
his hand on the child's head, said, " Enough, it is 
not fit that the Christian dead be weakly mourned ; 
rather should we giye thanks, my son, that your 
friend has been taken from this evil world, and 
offer up our prayers foj the repose of his soul." 

"Ah, but I must ciy," said the child; "my 
heart is so big, and there is a lump here in my 
throat that chokes me." 

"That is mere bodily weakness,'* replied the 
monk unbendingly; "conquer it, and be firm. 
They tell me the good Duke does not weep, though 
his loss is far sorer than yours." 

" And do you never cry. Father?" 

" We will not speak of my unworthy self; rather 
let me remind you, my son, that, as you are in 
training for the priesthood, you cannot too soon 
learn ^e lesson of self-disciplme." 

" But I do not want to be a priest," said the 
child passionately, "I want to be a knight, as 
Lord Louis was to have been, and to go to the 



wars." 



C( 



Now you are talking idly, for that cannot be ; 
the knights are always of high degree, and you aie 
humbly bom. Yet content you, for a holy bishop 
has declared that the sacred orders may be com- 
pared to the orders of chivaby, and that the priests 
\te God's best knights. Tirust me, you wiU find 
rave work to do for Him as a priest in these evil 
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times, if you have but pure hands and a wise heart 
wherewith to do it." 

"What brave work?" asked the boy, with a 
pause in the sobs which were well-nigh mastering 
him. 

" Brave work of proclaiming the Gospel to un- 
believing ears, of living pure among the defiled, of 
taking the part of the poor and the despised and 
prisoners against the rich and powerful and suc- 
cessfully wicked, of testifying to the truth manfully 
when men are unwilling to hear it ; yes, and brave 
work too, of going forth into distant lands to lift 
the Cross among the paynims, and of shriving 
the dying upon battle-fields, where the arrows fly 
thick around you." 

"Yes, yes, let me do that!" said the child, 
stretching forth his arms yearningly, uplifted by the 
monk's enthusiastic words, which no conventional 
coldness of tone could rob of their inward fire. 
" I will be a priest now. Father, I will indeed I 
How soon can I be one ?" 

"Not till long years of training have both pre- 
pared you for the work, and tested your willingness 
for it ; but if you have a brave heart you will not 
fail, but will gather patience, and persevere to the 
end." 

Long years ! The words fell with a weight upon 
the child's eager spirit, but the beautiful brave eyes 
kept their shining look of resolve. 

"And now hie you home," continued Brother 
Martin, " and remember what I tell you. If you 
have a true love to Lord Louis you will show it not 
by weeping like a girl, but by striving to grow up 
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the holy man that he wished to see you. Sore days 
are these for France, and I fear that sorer are yet in 
store, for evil men and seducers are waxing worse 
and worse ; but it is in times of trial that samts are 
made and perfected : and you too may be a saint, 
by the help of God's grace, if you will but yield to 
His guidance, and fight against your own evil 
nature." 

" And I may go into the battle, you said, and 
shrive the dying? And when the arrows oome 
thick, thick, I shall not mind them. Ah 1 but will 
my mother like that P" 

'* When you are a priest you will have but to re- 
gard your duty, and the commands of your supe- 
riors in the Church ; no mother's weak love wiU 
then have power to hold you back." 

Jean looked puzzled and dissatisfied ; and indeed, 
the monk was now unconsciously teaching but an 
evil lesson. Of the holiness of family ties, he, in 
common with most of his class, accounted little ; 
and he had no opportunity of knowing what man- 
ner of woman Jean's mother was, and how little she 
was likely to wish to hold him back from duty, so 
he spoke ignorantly and harshly, and in his ignor- 
ance branded as " weak" the love which was as 
strong as it was pure and tender. 

Jean hastened on his return home to pour into 
Marie's ear a description of the "brave work" 
which Brother Martin had told him he might some 
day do for the Church, mingled with a full expres- 
sion of the sorrow he felt for the death of Lord 
Louis. He sat in her lap while he talked, and 
found it soothing to rest his cheek against her 
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shoulder, just as -he had heen used to do when 
younger ; but he tried hard to repress tears, and 
speak in a manly tone ; and when he came to tell 
of the battle-field, where the arrows might be flying 
thick around him, he started to his feet, exclaiming, 
" I told Brother Martin that I would not mind 
them, and I shall not, even though they pierce 
my heart like they did that of the saint in the 
picture T' 

'' S. Sebastian, you mean," said Marie softly, her 
eyes resting wistfully on her little son's excited 
face. "May that holy martyr obtain for you a 
spirit like his own, and be your shield in the day of 
battle." 

" Tut, tut, tut, there are no martyrs now-a-days," 
interposed Jacques ; " but I am glad to see, boy, 
that they have not made quite a craven of you yet." 

" They never will ; and what's more, they do not 
wish it," said the child, flashing round on him ; 
" I am sure Father Martin, though he is a priest 
and 8 monk, is no more of a coward than you are, 
father." 

** No, he does not want for courage," muttered 
Jacques bitterly to himself, as though from some 
personal knowledge; then he added loudly and 
augrily, '* What a dack you do keep up about 
' Father Martin !' Cannot you hold your tongue 
about him P I am sure you have no reason to be 
80 fond of him !" 

" You mean because he beat me ; but Lord Louis 
did not seem to think that cruel, and all the boys 
say it IB nothing. Long Simon says boys must 
expect to be knocked about." 
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" Nevertheless, all boys do not take it so tamely. 
Did you never hear what happened in the nionasteiy 
at Fulda some years since ? The scholars had been 
misbehaving, so the masters sent one of the lads to 
fetch the rods, which were kept in a chamber above 
the school, but instead of bringing them he set 
them on fire, and soon' the whole place was in a 
blaze. I think, if I remember right, that the whole 
monastery was burnt to the ground — that was a 
rare piece of work, was it not?*' And Jacques 
chuckled. 

Jean laughed also, exclaiming, "Then all the 
boys must have had hoKdays — at least, if they were 
not burnt too I'* 

But Marie looked distressed. It was a daily 
grief to her to perceive how bad was the influence 
which Jacques exercised over his son's mind ; and 
she was perplexed by the bitterness with which he 
spoke of Brother Martin, scarcely thinking it pos- 
sible that it could arise merely from his having heard 
of the monk's severity to little Jean, a severity so 
common in those days, that hardly any parent 
thought of objecting to it, nor any child, less spoilt 
than our little king, of esteeming it as a peculiar 
hardship. 

Spite of his father's efforts to the contrary, Jean 
retained his respect for Brother Martin's opinion, 
and thought again of his words about not weeping, 
when, a day or two after, he was summoned to the 
H6tel Bourbon, and admitted to the room where 
the corpse of the young lord lay in state, hundreds 
of tapers shedding around it their artificial radiance, 
while the golden beams of day were carefully ex- 
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eluded. For, though many of the attendants shed 
tears, and whispered in broken voices one to an- 
other, the Duke wore a calm face, which seemed 
lifted beyond emotion by the high and tranquil re- 
signation which possessed his noble soul ; and, re- 
membering the monk's precepts, Jean struggled 
hard in his childish way to imitate this example of 
lofty composure. 

It chanced that while he was at the Hotel, the 
Duke of Berri — who had partially recovered his 
health — arrived to pay a visit of condolence ; and 
Duke Louis came forth from his private apart- 
ments to meet and thank his princely guest, so 
thus little Jean had an opportunity of seeing him, 
and, standing unnoticed in a comer, was able to 
mark the clear unfaltering accents of that majestic 
voice. 

"I thank you, my lord," said the mourner 
courteously, "for your kindness in setting aside 
etiquette, and coming to visit a lesser lord; and 
still more deeply I thank you for the affection you 
have ever shown to my fair son Louis, who is now 
gone home to God. Truly this life is but a hos- 
telry, and the true rest of the soul while here is only 
in the knowledge of God and the hope of a future 
life; for you know, my lord, that nature, mother 
of ail things, has given us jnen a shelter where we 
may dwell together for a time, but has not given us 
as yet an abiding dwelling where we may for ever 
live and rest. Wherefore, my lord, I may not 
murmur though God has taken my son — albeit, 
had he lived, he would, I think, have been the 
noblest of all his lineage — for it is His pleasure ; 

K 
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He lent him to me, He has now recalled him to 
Himself. His holy Name be blessed 1"^ 

The Duke of Berri and many of those who stood 
by burst forth into weeping as they heard these 
calm words, but still Louis of Bourbon wept not ; 
and the little plebeian in the corner pressed back 
the tears from his eyes, and gulped down the in- 
voluntary choking in his throat with the manful 
determination, **I will not cry, I will noil for 
the good Duke looks like a holy saint, and sheds 
not a tear; and Father Martin did bid me master 
myself if I too would be a saint. Only, Lord 
Louis, my good lord, look down on me from hea- 
ven ! for hard is it to think that I may be ever so 
good and yet you will never know !" 

Being so silent, and keeping so modestly in the 
background, Jean was completely overlooked, and 
was still in the mansion when the funeral train set 
forth to bear the young noble to his grave. The 
bier with its precious burden passed close by bim, 
and the child's whole heart was in the feirewell look 
which he cast upon the richly-clad form, ^ath arms 
crossed meekly on its breast, and face white and 
still as sculptured marble, which was all that re- 
mained on earth of the much-loved Louis of Beau- 
jolais. 

Not among the funeral procession, but gazing 
down into the court from his private gallery, was 
the grief-stricken father ; and as he too looked his 
last on that pure face, dlumined from without by 
the light of the countless tapers which were carried 

* These words are taken almost verbatim firom a Me- 
moir of Duke Louis. 
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beside the bier, but lacking the nobler light of the 
soul within, his iron composure at length forsook 
him, and he melted into tears. He hurried away 
at once into his chapel, and sent for his confessor 
to strengthen him with words of prayer ; but ere 
be vanished Jean caught the sound of the heart- 
broken sob, which told of a mighty grief let forth 
at last, and thought to himself, " So even Duke 
Louis weeps ! What would Father Martin say to 
that ?*' And then putting up his hand to his own 
eyes, he drew it away moist with sympathetic tears, 
which he endeavoured to ignore, fearing that by 
yielding to them he would be acting an unworthy 
part. 

Poor child I he might have let them flow, for a 
far holier Teacher than the ascetic monk stood once 
by a beloved grave and " wept." Golden Gospel- 
words ! which even young children know by heart 
now-a-days, but which our little Christian of the 
fifteenth century as yet had never heard. 



CHAPTER X. 

** I cannot bar the coming ill ; 

I can but fling my prayers above 
To that Inexorable Love, 
Which hears and works Its perfect -will. 

'* To It I trust thee ! Let me stand 

Beside thee through the painful years. 
And give some comfort with my tears, 
Though but the pressure of a hand/* 

Queen Isabel, and other Poeme, hy J£. 8. 

The dread cry rang through the 
silence of the night, and startled all 
the sleepers in the neighbourhood 
of the £ue S. Denis ; among them our friends 
Jacques and Marie, and their little son Jean. 

" What does that cry mean P" asked the child, 
lifting a bewildered face all rosy with sleep from 
under his coarse counterpane ; and then rubbing 
his eyes, he sat up in bed listening, and presently 
answered his own question with the remark, " Ah, 
it is but another fire in the town somewhere. I 
wish these fires would come oftener by day instead 
of by night, for it is good fun to see them." 
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"And you might well rejoice to see this one, 
child/* growled Jacques, who with a curiosity 
quite unusual in him, had risen and hobbled to the 
window ; " it gives promise of a good store of 
holidays for you. Brother Martin will find no 
place to keep school in to-morrow." 

^* Is the fire then in the direction of the school ?" 
asked Marie in alarm, hastily throwing a cloak 
round her and joining her husband at the window, 
from whence could be seen the red reflection of 
a fire flushing the midnight sky. " It seems in- 
deed to be somewhere in that quarter," she added ; 
"but how can we tell that it is in the school 
itself? God grant there be no lives lost, wher- 
ever it is !" 

"Ay, ay; get back to your bed, woman," said 
Jacques surlily. " Jean, my little one, must you 
see too? Climb up on this stool then." 

He repulsed his wife and welcomed his boy to 
his side at the same moment. Had the room not 
been so dark, Marie might have seen on his face a 
strange expression of gratified malice and somewhat 
uneasy triumph. 

"'Tis a huge fire, father," said the child ; "would 
our school-room in a blaze make the sky as red 
a^ that ?" 

" I fear if it be there the whole house must be 
in a blaze, and not your school-room only," said 
Marie sadly. 

A strange wild flash of conviction and remorse 
passed athwart the lowering face of Jacques le 
m^content, but none saw it, and in another minute 
he rallied and replied fiercely, " Tut, tut, woman, 
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do not croak, get to bed; what do you know 
about it ?" 

She might well have retorted, and asked what 
did he know, for there was room for suspicion in 
his strange certainty as to the exact locality of the 
fire, and in his demeanour throughout the whole of 
the previous week, which had been excited and 
mysterious ; but Marie had no thought of bandying 
words with him, she crept back to her couch with 
a cold dumb terror at her heart ; and lying there 
in the darkness, her soul poured itself forth in a 
mute anguish of supplication for those who might 
be perishing in the flames, and for him who was 
still more surely perishing in the snares of sin. 

When she went about her work in the bfright 
healthy morning, however, Jacques' strange be- 
haviour seemed but like a bad dream, and she 
blamed herself for having attached any importance 
to it. 

" It will be hard times with my poor husband if / 
take to suspecting him," thought she; "he has 
been worried about the child, and had perhaps been 
dreaming of the school ; so that when wakened 
with that cry of fire he jumped to the conclusion 
that it must be there. He looks sorely tired now. 
I shall not waken him, but make a cake such aa he 
loves for his breakfast; I have meal enough I 
think." 

She carried out this housewifely intention, and 
by-and-by had the pleasure of seeing Jacques eiyoy 
the fruits of her cookery ; but when he had eaten 
a few mouthfuls, back came little Jean — whom, she 
had despatched to school as usual — crying outj 
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" Father, you were right ; my school is burnt to 
the ground, and not only that but the whole hotel ; 
there is nothing left but ruins and red ashes." 

" And the folks who live there — the good mer- 
chant and his wife — what of them ?*' asked Marie 
anxiously. 

" They could not get out, and were burnt, they 
and their daughter too. People say — why, what is 
the matter with father?" 

Jacques' rough face was livid, and for the moment 
he looked utterly stunned ; then in a hoarse whisper 
he asked, " Child, did you say a word to any one of 
my knowing where the fire was ?" 

" No, for you told me not, father ; do not you 
remember ? It was after my mother had gone back 
to bed," replied the astonished boy. 

" Ah, but did you obey me ? for you are a wilful 
careless urchin." 

The little face, ruddy with exercise and excite- 
ment, took a still deeper red as the child answered, 
** Yes, I know I have often been disobedient; but 
I promised Lord Louis that I would try to be good, 
and I do try now. It was just on my lips to say 
to one of the standers-by that I knew where the fire 
was last night before any of the other boys in our 
street did ; but then I remembered what you had 
said, and held my tongue." 

" That was well ; you must never speak of it," 
groaned the wretched man, apparently somewhat 
relieved. 

" But how came you to know, father ? for people 
think the £re was accidental. The provost has 
sent men to inquire about it, and Long Simon 
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heard one of them say that the fire must ha^e begun 
in the wood-yard which adjoins the school. I did 
not hear how the wood got on fire, but the provost's 
men said it was by accident." 

" The saints be praised !" said Marie tremblingly. 
"But about the poor souls that perished in the 
flames ; did no one try to rescue them P" 

" Oh yes, but they could not be got at ; and 
some people say that they were more drowned than 
burnt, because such a lot of water was thrown over 
them by the men who were trying to put the fire 
out ; only I know not whether that is true, for 
one person said one thing and one another. It is 
quite certain, though, that they are dead, and 
Father Martin said he must hurry back to the 
monastery to have Masses offered for them." 

"JETewas there, then!" exclaimed Jacques, his 
eyes gleaming as if at the name of an enemy. 
"What did he say when he saw his fine school- 
room lying in ashes P Did he wish he had not 
been so free with his evil prophecies once upon a 
time, nor with his blows the other day P" 

Marie started as if struck by a sharp arrow; 
while her son answered composedly, " He said 
scarce anything that I heard, except in pity for the 
poor dead people ; and his face is one from which 
you can tell nothing, it looks always grave, like 
this — " And Jean tried to frame his mobile visage 
into a semblance of the stem blank composure of 
the monk's iron countenance. "Only when he 
saw Simon and me he turned round and said, ' Go 
to your homes, there can be no school at present; 
but be careful not to make a bad use of your 
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holiday ;' so then we lingered no longer, but came 
straight away." 

" You have got your holiday, at all events," said 
Jacques, with a grim smile, which to Marie seemed 
more terrible than groans. " Sit down and eat 
this cake ; I want no more of it." 

Jean obeyed, nothing loth ; but between his first 
mouthfuls looked up and said, ** I shall have plenty 
of time to play now, that is something; but still I 
did want to show Father Martin how diligent I 
could be." And he sighed, and looked far from 
exultant. 

"You care for his praise then, boy?" asked 
Jacques with bitter contempt. 

Jean was busy with the cake, and did not hurry 
himself to answer: presently, however, he said, 
" Father Martin never praises us ; but I think he 
is pleased when we do well. Yesterday, when he 
came near my dass and saw that I was taking 
pains, he laid his hand on my head." 

Instinctively the mother put out her hand and 
smoothed down the mass of curls where the monk's 
palm had rested in approval ; amid all her troubles 
she could take comfort in the thought of the im- 
provement in her once turbulent little son. 

The child's question " how came yov, to know, 
father?" had been tacitly ignored, but it echoed 
with a dull pain through Marie's heart for many 
hours after ; and at noon, when Jean was out at 
play, she summoned courage to say to her husband, 
** Dear Jacqties, was it indeed some friend of yours 
who had a hand in the fire of last night ?" 

His eyes fell before hers, so full of sorrowful 
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inquiry, of tender upbraiding; but he knew be 
could trust her, and perhaps some lingering feeling 
of self-respect made him anxious that she should 
not think him more guilty than he really was, so 
he answered in a hoarse whisper, "The sparks 
which set the dry stack of wood on fire were not 
dropped by accident, and I do not say but what I 
know the man who did it ; yet it was never bis 
intention that the whole house should bum. The 
wood-yard is at the right side of the school-room, 
you know, while the house is on the left, and is 
only joined to the school by a long corridor ; and 
he thought that before the flames could reach this 
they would have been extinguished. I wonder 
what has become of the poor knave himself. I 
trust he has not perished with the rest.*' 

" With this guilt upon his soul ! no, indeed," 
said Marie, shuddering. " Oh what can have led 
him to do such a wicked deed as set fire to the 
school, in which so many ignorant lads were daily 
instructed by the good monks !" 

" Why, 'twas to spite Brother Martin, whose 
great pride this school has been these years past. 
It was my old comrade's business to clean out the 
school-room and kindle the fires, and be at the 
monks' orders ; and it seems Brother Martin knew 
what he had been concerned in years ago — ^he was 
a Maillotin like the rest of us — ^and mistrusted 
him, and spoke harshly to him, forgetful that even 
a worm wUl turn. He was but a mean-spirited 
feUow, this poor Matthieu, but he spoke of his 
wrongs to me the other day — ^you remember coming 
in and finding us together ?-— and I bade him pluck 
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up heart, and — ^why do you look at me so, woman P 
I tell you we meant nothing against any one's life !" 

'' But why should you have any ill-feeling against 
Brother Martin?" asked Marie, sighing heavily, 
and averting her pathetic eyes from the face which 
could not bear their scrutiny. " True, he corrected 
our Kttle Jean, but 'twas for the child's own good ; 
and Jean himself bears him no malice, but has 
seemed somehow to like him better ever since that 
day." 

" Yes, they have taken half the spirit out of the 
boy amongst them, and that is enough to make 
me angry ; but I have a far heavier grudge against 
Brother Martin. Do you remember the monk who 
called down GtOd's curse on me and those with me 
when we were coming out of the Church of S. 
Jacques, years ago ? Ah ! I see you do. Well, 
he and this Brother Martin are one and the same. 
I saw his face in the procession when Jean was 
struggling with him, and knew it for the face of 
my enemy." 

She made no answer, but stood there with a white 
face of agony, her hand pressed against her heart, 
as if to still its terrible throbbings. Did he think 
to avert the curse by adding crime to crime P Could 
he really account as his personal enemy the righ- 
teous man who had denounced his sin P She had 
had hopes of his repentance — ^his amendment ; she 
had thought that the long years of faithful prayer 
were bringing an answer at last. Spite of his 
strange behaviour during the past week, she had 
trusted him, and hoped against hope. But now — P 

With a hurried uncertain step she sought her 



140 THE KINO OF ▲ DAT. 

doak, meaning to go forth to the church to pray, 
to intercede for him yet again, to speak to God for 
him, since it seemed yain to speak of God to him. 
But as she passed, he plucked at her dress, and she 
saw written on his countenance such strange forlorn 
remorse, such dark superstitious terror, that she 
turned back and dasped him in her arms, asking 
tenderly what ailed him. 

*' There wiU be nothing to stand between me and 
the curse if you forsake me," said he in a crushed 
voice, strangely unlike his usual blustering tones; 
" are you going to inform against me, or what ?" 

She gave a cry of horror at the supposition, and 
then her tears fdl like rain oyer him. 

" I was going to pray for you," said she. And 
at this new proof of utter lore the man's evil heart 
melted, and he bade her pray beside him there, 
dinging to her as to the good angd who warded off 
firom him the dark fate which too surdy would 
crush him at last. 

He resented the monk's denunciation so bitterly 
just because he believed in its power; he did not 
think, as Marie did, that the judgment impending 
over him could be averted by repentance, for he had 
not fiithomed as die had the depths of Divine mercy 
and forbearance. Which do you think was to win 
the day at last, his despair or her faith? Surdy 
the latter, for sudi faith has the promise of tri- 
umph, it can remove mountains, it can recover the 
lost. Only as yet she had need of patience, for 
what Jacques was feeling now was but the sting of 
remorse, not the pain of true contrition ; and he 
inng to her in desperation, not in hope. 
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Some montlis passed ; and Jean was getting tired 
of holidays, and beginning to nurse a secret ambi- 
tion to resume his studies and become wise and 
learned all at once, and astonish Brother Martin 
and everybodv, when a message came for him one 
day, summomng him to the H6tel Eourbon to speak 
with the Duke. Louis was weary of the Court and 
its pageants, of Paris and its tumults, of the fierce 
quarrels of the other royal dukes, and the follies of 
the Queen ; and his heart was yearning towards the 
Kest into which his dearest son had entered. Soon 
after the boy's death, he had begged permission of 
the King to retire to his own duchy, "that he 
might have leisure to think of the concerns of his 
soul, and to thank God for all His goodness to- 
wards him," and also to set his affairs in order, for 
owing to his vast hospitality he had got into debt. 
This permission he had at length obtained, though 
with considerable difficulty ; so he was now about 
to set off for the Bourbonnais, and had sent for 
Jean, to tell him that finding the scholars of S. 
Germain TAuxerrois were still dispersed by reason 
of having no room to assemble in, and not wishing 
to lose sight of one who had been such a fevourite 
with the young Lord Louis, he had decided on 
taking him to Moulins, and placing him at a school 
taught by the members of a college of twelve per- 
petual canons which he himself had founded there 
in honour of the Blessed Virgin. The pupils of 
"this school officiated as choristers in the principal 
church of that town, and were boarded and lodged 
as well as instructed, and encouraged to prepare 
themselves for entering the priesthood so soon as 
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ihej should be of age sufficient; so that to place 
Jean in it was like ginng him a provision for life. 
The Duke asked Mazie's consent to this arrange- 
ment ; and she gave it giatdiilly, though with an 
aching heart, saying to herself, "It is weU, it is 
surely well, for the shadow cf our sin " — thus she 
thou^t of the guilt which in tmth belonged to 
Jacques alone — " must rest on the child while he 
stays beneath our poor roof, and he may do better 
away finom us, and under the good Duke's pro- 
tection." 

It was harder woik to persuade her husband to 
acquiesce, but at length she prevailed. It was 
better, he admitted gloomily, that the child should 
be alMcnt when the curse fell; it would be some 
comfort to know that whatever happoied their little 
one was provided for, and would be safe out of the 
way of the strife which seemed likely to break forth 
in Paris. This parting with his H^ bright-iaoed 
boy was perhq» the greatest effort of unselfishness 
that he had ever made, and Marie thanked and 
Uessed him for it as fervently as if her own share 
in the saorifiee had been nought. To see Jacques 
humbled and depressed, and owning that his iidftu- 
ence had been hurtful to the child, and that it was 
better to let him go forth before any further ill could 
be done him, was painful and yet swe^ to the wife's 
tender heart; it looked like conviction and peni- 
tence, and she gave thanks acoordin^y, although 
the unconscious feeling of her heart was, " Would 
that my shame and tears might be accepted instead 
^f his, and that GrOD would comfort the poor soul 
hieh has sinned and suffered so much !" 
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The day came at last for Jean to go ; and the 
parting was veiy sore, for who could say when they 
might next meet ? They had a dim hope that if 
the Duke should come to Paris again to see the 
King, he might possibly bring Jean with him 
among his retinue ; and Marie had a vague vision- 
ary scheme of Jacques and herself begging their 
way down to the Bourbonnais some day, and find- 
ing a home at Moulins in their old age ; but his in- 
creasing infirmities made the possibility of this seem 
doubtful, and she could not be sure in a strange 
place of meeting with employment which would 
procure a maintenance for herself and him. The 
good Duke little knew what painful pleasure his 
kind plans for his son's favourite were giving to the 
parents. Marie's quiet gratitude had veiled her 
grief when she spoke to him; and he could not 
guess that the surly Jacques, whom he thought a 
cross- tempered seditious scoundrel, was capable of 
tender and tenacious affection. As for Jean him- 
self, he was too full of delight at the thought of 
travelling with the Duke and seeing new places and 
people, to realize all that the separation involved ; 
it was not till the veiy moment of farewell arrived 
that his bright spirits became clouded, and even then 
he remembered Brother Martin's counsels, and 
made a valiant effort not to cry. A serving-man 
of the Bourbon household came for him, and might 
not be kept waiting, so parting words were brief, 
and Marie withdrew herself resolutely from the 
clinging arms which seemed as if they could never 
let go their hold. Looking back when he had got 
a little way down the street, Jean saw his father 
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and mother still standing at the door ; Marie half 
supporting Jacques with one hand, while with the 
other she shaded her eyes from the sun, that at 
least nought but the inevitable dazzling of tears 
should hide from her the last glimpse of her boy. 

That face so strong and tender in its grief, so 
lifted by the grandeur of the soul within from all 
likeness to the common every-day faces of the sym- 
pathizing neighbours round her, lived in Jean's 
memory all his life through. When he read of the 
saints, he pictured them with eyes Jike his mother's ; 
and long years after, when lus pilgrim feet were 
treading reverently the soil of the Holy Land, and 
he was told, " Here rested the Blessed Virgin on 
her flight into Egypt ;" " Here stood the Holy 
Mother gazing on the Cross ;" the image called up 
in his mind involuntarily resembled that which he 
had seen through blinding tears on this bright 
spring morning, in the year of grace 1405. 



CHAPTEE XI. 




** Let her sleep ! 
Slumber holy, dreamless, deep, - 
Cover eyes that waked to weep." 

M. S. 

T was in the spring of 1405 that little 
Jean set off from Paris in the train of 
the Duke of Bourbon, and spite of the 
mourning habiliments which they wore 
for the young Lord Louis, the party formed a gal- 
lant cortege enough. In Lent of the following 
year a very different company issued from the gates 
of the city — a crowd of poor and infirm people, 
mostly on foot, the halest among them carrying the 
invalids on their backs, or in rudely-formed litters, 
while others were laden with such provisions as 
they had managed to get together for the joumeyr 
They were bound on a long and toilsome expedi- 
tion, their destination being Le Puy, in the province 
of Vellai, at which place it was believed there was 
to be found a general pardon of sin and healing of 
diseases whenever the Feast of the Annunciation 
happened to fall on Good Friday, as would be the 
case this year. Do not wonder if I say that 
Jacques d'Orronville and his wife were among the 
pilgrims; for remember that Marie with all her 

L 
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large*liearted goodness was still but an ignorant 
woman of the fifteenth century, believing as firmly 
as those around her in the superstitions of the age. 
The " Eeligion of Holy Places " received her un- 
doubting reverence ; and to her it seemed just as 
natural and credible that God should sometimes 
show forth miracles of healing both for soul and 
body at Le Puy — a place rich in the relics of saints 
and martyrs — as that He should have seiit an angel 
at certain seasons to trouble the waters of the Pool 
of Siloam. 

So when Jacques roused himself from the gloomy 
silence, in which now he was wont to sit for hours, 
and said, " Wife, they tell me there is pardon for all 
sin to be had at Le Puy this year ; is it possible to 
get there, think you ?" she received the suggestion 
as an inspiration from on high, and in a rapture of 
love and hope poured out her thankfulness to Him 
Who she believed had implanted the thought in 
Jacques* hitherto stubborn heart. "Was it pos- 
sible ?" It should be possible 1 She would b^ for 
him, be a staff to him, would carry him if need be ! 
No mere impediment of time or distance or fatigue 
should hold him back from the pardon which he 
now yearned to receive. 

She consulted with Father Ambrose; and far 
from discouraging her, he told her of others who 
were going on the same pilgrimage, and urged her 
to join company with them, as the roads were not 
safe for solitary travellers. Further, it was in his 
power to provide her with money for the journey, 
since the Duke of Bourbon had left in his hands 
\ sum to be applied to the use of Jean's parents at 
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any time and in any way that he should think de- 
sirable. During the past winter he had given out 
to them from month to month a small portion of 
this, for the purchase of such comforts as Jacques' 
increasing infirmities rendered necessary ; and now 
he offered to give them sufficient to help them on 
their pilgrimage, and to keep the rest safely for them 
till they returned. 

"Thanks, my Father," said Marie gratefully; 
" but indeed I do not know that we shall ever re* 
turn ; for if God gives us assurance of His pardon 
we shall then find it in our hearts, I think, to go to 
Moulins, which they tell me is almost on the road 
from Le Puy, and see our dear son. Coming to 
him as comforted and forgiven, I do not fear that 
we shall bring him ill-fortune; and if we could 
settle in the town somewhere, we might be able to 
see him from time to time." 

" A.nd this money will serve to maintain you 
there, my daughter ; so perhaps you had best take 
it all with you ; my only fear is lest you should be 
robbed of it on your journey." 

It was a fear which Marie shared ; and finally 
she begged the good priest to give them only what 
they needed at the present time, and keep the rest 
in charge for them, trusting that they might find 
means to let him know when they arrived at Mou- 
lins, and that some opportunity might arise for his 
sending the money to them by a trusty hand. 

" God speed your errand, my daughter, and give 
you a happy meeting with your little Jean, to whom 
I send my blessing," said Father Ambrose kindly, 
as she bade him farewell. "I fear you have a 



148 THE KING OF A DAY. 

toilsome journey before you ; but fare forth in faith, 
and angels shall be your guard. 'Put thou thy 
trust in the Lord, and He shall give thee thy heart's 
desire.' " 

It was well she had this trust to cling to, for the 
difficulties of the pilgrimage were considerable, and 
she soon had reason to congratulate herself that 
she had left the greater portion of the money in 
Father Ambrose's faithful keeping : for when they 
were about half-way on their route, all that she had 
not already spent of the sum she had taken with 
her, was stolen from her one night by the cruel 
hand of a pretended pilgrim, who had joined the 
band for dishonest purposes, and not from any feel- 
ing of devotion. 

After this, Jacques and she begged their way on* 
wards, soon falling far behind the others, and often- 
times in want and suffering, which told even more 
on Marie's constitution than on that of her infirm 
husband. Her strength gave way rapidly as they 
proceeded on their toUsome journey ; and at length, 
as they were crossing a bridge over the AUier, she 
dropped on the ground utterly worn out, in a faint 
which Jacques took for death. He would fain have 
died beside her in the agony of that belief; but 
some passers-by comforted him, and exerted them- 
selves to restore Marie to consciousness. She re- 
vived at last, but her weakness was great, her wea- 
ried limbs refused to support her any longer, and 
alas ! it was now the Wednesday in Holy Week, 
and Le Puy was still many leagues distant. As 
soon as thought returned, her lips began to move 
•n prayer ; perhaps she hoped even now for some 
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miracle of mercy which might enable her to attain 
the end of her pilgrimage — for the sound of a Di- 
vine Voice, saying, "Arise, and walk!'* But 
" there was no voice, nor any that answered ;" and 
she felt in her heart that she was dying — dying with 
Jacques still unpardoned — dying almost within 
sight of the goal she had so longed to reach ! She 
swooned away once more in utter sorrow ; and one 
of the peasants who had come to her assistance ad- 
vised that she should be carried to the Hospital of 
S. Julien, at Moulins, which he said was close at 
hand, and had been erected by the good Duke Louis 
for the special reception of poor wayfaring people. 
Thither accordingly she was taken; and Jacques 
asked shelter for the night for himself and her, 
giving up almost with indifference all hope of reach- 
ing Le Puy — which indeed was further distant than 
he knew of — having no room in his mind for any 
feeling but that of utter despair at the prospect of 
losing his faithful wife. For he loved her, this 
crabbed evil-natured man ; he reverenced her in his 
secret soul as we reverence angels ; she seemed to 
him to stand between him and his rightful doom, 
sheltering him with her purity, with her love, with 
her unfailing intercessions, from the vengeance 
which his sins deserved. He had learned of late to 
lean on her more and more ; he looked to her to 
comfort and support him when his hour of death 
should come ; he had never till now faced the pos- 
sibility of her dying before him. 

All night he watched beside the couch on which 
she had been laid, waiting, hoping — ^perhaps pray- 
ing, in an ignorant despairing way — longing to see 
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the sweet eyes unclose, the pale face relax from its 
look of death-like stupor. One of the monks in 
whose charge the Hospital was placed tried, bnt 
tried in vain, all the powers of his leech-craft ; she 
was not dead, but the trance of exhaustion in which 
she lay would too probably end in death ; and it 
seemed doubtful whether consciousness would re- 
turn at all. 

With the early morning came some messengers 
from the ducal palace. It was the custom of the 
Duke to wash the feet of thirty poor people every 
year on Maundy Thursday, and some of the lodgers 
at S. Julien were needed to make up the requisite 
number. But few were there on this occasion, 
owing to the concourse at Le Puy ; and the Duke*8 
servitors bade Jacques come with the others, and 
did not heed his assertion that he must needs re- 
main beside his dying wife. The lacqueys made a 
mere matter of business of that which to their high- 
souled master was a species of religious service, and 
hustled forth the ragged inmates of the Hospital, 
paying little attention to the remonstrances of the 
monks. It seemed to them as simple a matter to 
provide thirty beggars to have their feet washed, 
as thirty flitches of bacon, or anything else that 
their master might be pleased to command. Their 
class was insolent to a proverb ; and even in the 
Bourbon household the underlings had not all im- 
bibed the courteous and noble spirit which distin- 
guished their princely head. 

"You had better go with them wiUingly, and 
speak them fair," said one of the monks to Jacques ; 
" you will not be long gone, and I will watch beside 



THE KING OF A DAY. 151 

your wife while you are absent. If you entreat the 
good Duke's charity for her, he may perhaps send 
his own physician to attend her, who is more skilled 
than I; for he grudges nothing to the poor of 
Christ." 

''I must ask him for my son," said Jacques, 
rousing himself; *' the lad should be here when his 
mother wakes — she will look for him, no doubt." 
And before the surprised monk could ask an ex- 
planation of this speech, Jacques had been hurried 
away by the servitors, and was on his road to the 
palace. 

When he arrived there he was taken into the 
great hall, where a good many poor people were al- 
ready assembled, and bidden to seat himself on an 
oaken bench close to the wall. A silver ewer was 
then brought in, and an attendant, with long narrow 
towels fringed with gold over his arm, took his 
place beside it. But the Duke was not present as 
yet, and Jacques sat chafing at the delay, distracted 
with fears lest Marie should awake from her trance 
and want him, or lest death should take her before 
he could return to her side. He sat with his head 
sunk on his breast, noting nothing of the sombre 
decorations of the hall, in which now the three blue 
fleurs-de-lys of the Bourbons were the only points 
of colour ; caring nothing for the whispers of those 
around him; wishing only that the Duke would 
come, 80 that he might ask for his little Jean, and 
then wend his way back to his wife, never to leave 
her again while she lived. 

Meanwhile, Duke Louis was at prayers in the 
chapel; but in truth, though the time seemed 
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tedious to poor Jacques, it was not really long 
before lie came forth and entered the hall. He 
was habited in black, and looked grave, though not 
gloomy. He was more than ever set on a literal 
following of his Redeemer's footsteps, and believed 
that in washing the feet of the poor he was doing 
a merciful and Christian act, which God would 
accept, so he was ready to "show mercy with 
cheerfulness;" but this was his Lord's week of 
sorrow, and his kind face wore a quiet shadow, 
which sprang in part from the memory of that, and 
in part from his own private griefs. He was attended 
by but one esquire, for he did not wish to do his 
good works before men to be seen of them ; but 
following after was a boy whose plain conventual 
dress forbade the supposition that he was one of the 
pages of the household, though at the same time 
he had not the air of a menial. Such a bright- 
faced boy it was ! tall and strong of his age — ^for he 
did not look above ten years old — and with such 
beaming intelligence in his eyes and on his open 
brow, that he might well have attracted the notice 
even of a stranger. Jacques, however, did not look 
at him as if the face were strange, but with delighted 
and yet wondering recognition ; for it was his own 
son, only changed and improved. Scarcely so robust- 
looking, perhaps, as he had been a year ago, for the 
confinement and strict discipline of school told rather 
hardly on a growing boy ; but sweeter and better 
looking, with a new refinement, a new thoughtful- 
ness, about him, such as made Jacques gaze at him 
vith SL certain doubtful respect, marvelling if this 
jould indeed be his own lad, his little saucy Jean. 
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Beloved by the Duke for the sake of Lord Louis, 
the child was often sent for to pass a day at the 
palace, and be examined by Maitre Pierre de Chan- 
telle in the progress he had made in learning ; and 
loving his patron with all the strength of his little 
heart, he had striven to improve in knowledge and 
in all courteous behaviour, so as to win a smile or 
a word of praise from that gracious mouth. All 
the idle pettish ways in which he had been indulged 
at home had been repressed throughout this year by 
his teachers — repressed most firmly, and even with 
a degree of harshness which might have proved 
hurtM to a less blithe and gallant spirit ; and so 
between the Duke's encouragement of what was 
good, and his masters' repression of what was bad, 
our little friend Jean had altered materially since 
his coming to the Bourbonnais. 

Poor, ignorant, crippled Jacques, travel-soiled 
and weary, and in tattered garments, felt himself 
to be a miserable object as he looked at the graceful 
form of his son, and, hoarse with hunger and sorrow, 
could not at first frame a word to call the child's 
attention to him. 

He was sitting in the shadow at the far end of 
the haU, and Jean, who was watching the Duke, 
did not at once perceive him; but when Louis, 
turning from the more respectable poor who sat on 
the nearer benches, said gently, " Nay, the last 
first," and walked down the line to begin by wash- 
ing the feet of him who looked the most miserable 
of all, Jean followed, and in this poor crippled 
object, ungraciously sticking out his foot as the 
princely figure of his host knelt before him to per- 
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fonn that most humble of offices, the boy, without 
shame, but with emotions of pitying love, recog^sed 
his father, and speedOy advertised the fact by a joy- 
ous cry of welcome. 

" We were on a pilgrimage to Le Pay ; your 
mother is dying," said Jacques in his hoarse faint 
yoioe, as the Duke stepped aside to let father and 
son embrace : and at the first words Jean looked up 
at him with wonder and reverence, while at the 
second his bright face fell, and distress took the 
place of joy. 

There was but the delay of a few moments, 
during which the weary pilgrim feet were bathed 
and dried with almost reverent care by the good 
Puke, before Jacques was allowed to set forth on 
his return to the Hospital of S. Julien, accompanied 
by his son, and also by the Duke's own physician, 
whom, as the monk had foreseen, Louis willingly 
despatched to Marie's assistance. When they ar- 
rived, they found that she had recovered conscious- 
ness, and had asked for a confessor, who was now 
with her ; so Jacques and his boy tarried a littie 
while in an outer room, talking together in broken 
whispers, their hearts meantime yearning towards 
her whom the priest was shriving, and their faces 
wet with tears at the thought of what this por- 
tended. 

Ah I how white and wan she looked when Jean 

was at length admitted to behold her I How 

visibly life was fading out of the beautiful eyes ! 

How plainly death was drawing its painful Hues 

round the worn sweet mouth ! The Duke's phy- 

clan felt her pulse, but shook his head* and pre- 
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scribed no remedies, for it was clear that none 
would avail. She was very near her rest, but going 
to it humbly, resignedly, not in joy or triumph ; 
burdened to the very last not by her own sins only — 
though they seemed to her dark enough — but by 
that sin of her husband's, which might even now, 
she thought, have received a manifest pardon but 
for her— for her who had fallen by the wayside, 
instead of pressing onward to Le Puy. 

Ah ! if there had been one to tell her that He 
who had given Jacques the desire of pardon had 
not given it vainly, but was ready to accept and 
crown it with His forgiveness ; that not at Le Puy 
only or chiefly, but in all places. His miracles of 
mercy could be freely wrought, the heavy burden 
might have been lifted, the holy soul might have 
passed forth in perfect peace ! Perhaps as the 
priest held the crucifix before her, some faint 
glimpse of such a truth may have struck home to 
her sore heart ; for almost the first words she said 
to Jean were, " My dearest one, see that you love 
your father more than ever, and comfort him, and 
show him honoar ; he is one of God's penitents." 

"And your mother is one of God's saints," 
said Jacques, kneeling down and covering with 
kisses his wife's hands, and even the coverlet on 
which they rested. ** Oh I my Marie, my Marie, 
this is surely the sorest pimishment that ever befell 
a sinner ! You to die and not take me with you I 
I who am nothing without you — who do but 
cumber the earth." 

She gazed at him tenderly, but with extreme 
astonishment. Never had she heard him speak in 
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such a way before. She had been accustomed 
formerly to contempt and blame from him. ; lately 
to a kind of ungracious awkward affection ; but to 
be spoken to by him with reverence, with passionate 
adoring love, was something so utterly new and 
strange, that it puzzled and, in her humility, even 
pained her. 

** Nay, I am naught," she said ; " forgive me all 
I have ever done amiss to you ; forgive me most 
of all for having hindered you from reaching Le 
Puy. My son, my little Jean," she added, strug- 
gling to dasp his hand with her feeble fingers as 
a sudden thought struck her, " when you grow to 
be a man, go on pilgrimage to the Holy Land, and 
pray there for your father's soul and for mine. 
God will hear you if you are a holy man, though 
He has not heard me who am but a weak and sin- 
ful woman." 

" Why do you think He has not heard you, my 
daughter ?" asked the priest, who still stood by. 

" He has not let us reach Le Puy," she moaned 
in anguish. '< But still His Will is the best. He 
has seen that we — ^that I was unworthy. I am 
but a poor woman, and know nothing. Father 
Ambrose says that He loves my husband far far 
better than I; if so, He will not surely let him 
perish. Ah ! but then that monk's words — ' Whoso 
defileth— !' " 

Shudders shook her dying frame as she recalled 
them, and she leaned her poor face down upon her 
husband's. " Pray ! let some one pray !" sobbed 

3. Then the priest prayed, though but dindy 

»8iug at the secret of her great grief, and hope 
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revived within her. " I am but a poor woman, and 
know nothing/' she repeated when he had ended ; 
'* God and His saints are full of knowledge and 
fuU of love." 

By-and-by she raised her face again and looked 
at Jean. 

" How you are grown, my child !" said she. 
'' My blessing be on the good Duke for his charity 
towards you ! When I fainted there on the road, 
I never thought to see your sweet face again ; come 
nearer, for something douds my sight ; there now, 
I feel your little mouth against my cheek — that is 
so good! Entreat Duke Louis for your father, 
and do not forget what I said about the Holy — 
ah !" and breath failed her, so that she could say no 
more. 

After awhile she went on speaking, but more 
faintly. " To-morrow will be Good Friday, will it 
not? Father, tell me anew, I beseech you, how 
our LofiD died. He took a thief with Him into 
Paradise, was it not so ? Tell me quickly, for I 
am dying." 

The priest bent down to her, repeating the 
wondrous history of the " death of Him Who died 
on Tree," and she listened as it were with effort, 
for her senses were growing dim. 

*' And there was darkness over all the land, from 
the sixth to the ninth hour," said the priest's voice 
slowly and solemnly. 

" Yes," broke in the dying voice, " truly there 
is darkness ! — Husband, give me your hand, — 
LoBD, Thou wilt surely condemn us or save us 
together. Oh I of Thy mercy take us into Paradise, 
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as Thou didst take the thief! There is light there, 
though here it is dark, dark." 

In this darkness her spirit departed; trembling, 
when it might have rqoiced; fearing, when it 
might have trusted; but faithful, humble, and 
purified, making up in love for what it lacked in 
knowledge. So, be sure, many souls departed in 
those dark ages, which yet were ages of faith; 
souls who knew not perhaps so fully as we know 
" the glorious Gospel of the Blessed God ;" but who 
for all that have doubtless entered into the calm 
golden light of Paradise, there to wait the radiant 
dawn of the Resurrection morning, when they and 
we — if we be faithful — shall alike. " know as we are 
known," and see no more " through a glass darkly," 
but " face to face." 



(( 



CHAPTER XII. 

Tbe Kring are so far away : 

But thou — ^thou seemest strangely near i 
Know'st all my silent heart would say, 

Its peace, its pain, its hope, its fear. 
From all this coil thou hast slipp'd away, 

As softly as a cloud departs : 
Along the hill-side purple gray, 

Into the heayen of patient hearts.*' 

"Po«»M," by the Author €f " John Salifaw:' 

" O mea, spes mea, tu Syon aurea, clarior auro, 
Agmine splendida, stans duce florida, perpete lauro t 
O bona Patria, num tua gaudia teque videbo ? 
O bona Patria, num tua prsemia plena tenebo P" 

|HUS, in the words of the holy monk, 
Bernard of Morkix, sang a clear boy- 
ish voice in the porch of the Hospital 
of S. Julien, one July day ; and behind 
the songster, far back in the shadow, was an old 
bent man, who leaned his head down upon his 
hands, moaning faintly to himself, but in whose 
heart was beginning to bum some measure of that 
desire for " a better country, that is an heavenly," 
which had inspired this glorious hymn. 
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" You sing well, my little Jean," said the mounier, 
lifting his head at last, " and you sing as if you 
knew the meaning of your song and loved it, though 
it seems by the sound to be a very different ditty 
from those you used to chirp in our old home at 
Paris." 

" I have almost forgotten those," said the boy, 
colouring ; "I like this song because I onoe heard 
Lord Louis say the words, and because it is about 
Golden Sion, and the crown the good Lobd gives 
His soldiers. 'Tis a braver city than Paris, that 
dty of God, my masters tell me ; 'tis more beauti- 
ful than heart can think !" And he raised his 
bright eyes sparkling with enthusiasm to his father's 
sorrowful face. 

" Never did I hear a boy speak like this !" said 
Jacques to himself, the old instinct of dissatisfaction 
with monkish teaching rising strongly ?rithin him. 
*' Ah, but his mother would have loved to hear sucli 
words from him ; he is a true son of hers now !" 
was the afier-thought, and the one which gained 
the mastery. 

*' And so you are still happy at school, Jean," he 
said aloud ; " what do you do all day ?" 

" Chant the services, write, read, learn, dine, sup, 
and sleep," replied Jean, as quickly as ever he could 
get the words out, " and sometimes we are allowed 
to work in the garden and run races in the avenue ; 
I like that, 'tis great fun." 

" And you have plenty of school-fellows ?" 

" Oh yes, all the other choristers. There is wise 
Bernard, with a head so long that he can learn any- 
thing ; and silly Benoit, with brains so small that 
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he can learn notbing ; and then there is studious 
Paul, and oh 1 there is such a boy ! Laurence his 
name is, he is so idle — at least he used to be ; but 
one night when he was asleep in his cell he was 
awakened by demons, and they asked him if he 
could repeat the Psalter, and when they found he 
could not, they scourged him soundly, and so now 
he is frightened, and tries to learn." 

Jacques heard this extraordinary anecdote with 
about as much composure as parents now-a-days 
hear the less marvellous stories of their school-boy 
sons : neither he nor Jean perceived anything very 
odd or ridiculous in the idea of demons inculcating 
a knowledge of the Psalter, nor did they seek to ex- 
plain away the alleged occurrence, either by suppos- 
ing that Laurence had been troubled with a bad 
dream, or that the canons themselves had been the 
authors of the nocturnal chastisement. Such super- 
stitious fancies seem strange now, but they were 
common then, and our little Jean was subject, of 
course, to the foolish as well as the wise influences of 
the age. 1 am not sure but what he half cherished 
in secret a daring wish that the demons might visit 
his cell, so that he might see what they were Hke, and 
might give them an opportunity of discovering how 
well he knew the Psalter ! Sometimes he opened 
his eyes in the darkness, and tried to fancy he smelt 
brimstone, or caught a glimpse of horns and tails ; 
but nothing further ever came of it, and he always 
fell asleep in the midst of his expectation. 

" It is nearly time for me to return to the school," 
said he, after a pause, during which he had been 
twisting the ends of his leathern girdle round and 

M 
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round, and thinking of Laurence's midnigbt visi- 
tors ; " I wish you Uved there with me, father; yoo 
must be so dull here." 

'' No, no, my lad, I talk with some of the way- 
faring men who stop here, when I have a mind, and 
manage to rub along somehow. Needs must bear 
up to the end, for your mother's sake : she watches 
me from above, I do think. Ah, Marie, Marie! 
What am I without you?" 

He looked upward with a sort of passion, and yet 
with patience : " Must bear it !" he said to himself, 
when grief gnawed at Ms heart. " I am a ainful 
old man, and must bear what is laid on me, then 
perhaps the Holy Virgin will take me to my Marie 
at last." 

The child's sorrow, less profound, but as true, 
welled up to his eyes at the mention of his mother's 
name ; never would it be his lot to love or be loved 
by any other woman, but the sacred memory of his 
mother kept his hewrt tender, and would save him 
from ever being one of the narrow souls who in 
their ignorance despised and slandered human love. 
Marie and the young Lord Louis — he thought of 
them both as among the saints, and that thought 
Boade the spiritual world more near and real to him : 
the way of holiness seemed to him all the brighter 
because they had trodden it. - 

He wended his way back to the town, while 
Jacques tarried still in the porch, being by the 
Duke's favour a permanent inmate of the Hospital of 
S. Julien. He had dwelt there ever since his wife's 
leath, and had become somewhat of a favourite 
rith the monks who had the management of this 
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pilgrim hottse; for though rough in manner and 
curt in speech, he was quiet and peaceable in be- 
haviour, and willingly received instruction in hea- 
venly things. It is true that he heard in total 
silence what was said on this subject, but he showed 
bia interest by the kindling light in his sunken eyes 
And his deep attention. 

He had been used to rail at his superiors, and 
grumble at everything, in the old days when his 
wife was near him to listen and to soothe ; now he 
seldom grumbled, and indeed, hardly ever spoke, 
except to answer a question. Silently he pondered 
over the past, and revolved in his mind the possi- 
bility of such a guUt-stained man aa he being ever 
admitted into that Paradise where Marie, he felt 
aure, had already entered. Would his present peni- 
tence, would the purgatorial lures in store for him, 
as he believed, suffice to cleanse his soul, and fit 
him finally to take his place beside his pure and 
holy wife ? He had made little of her whUe she 
lived, and treated her but hardly, yet now that she 
was gone from him he worshipped her memory, and 
well-nigh prayed to her as his patron saint, bow- 
ing to her influence as he had never done while she 
was at his side, and learning through his love for 
her to open his heart to Higher Love, and to be- 
come humble and teachable, and conscious of his 
own vileness. Could poor Marie have foreseen the 
influence of her death upon him, she would have 
died not only with resignation, as she did, but 
thankfully and gladly : he had missed the visible 
pardon which she had hoped for at Le Puy : but a 
much surer pardon was in store for him, even that 
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which is promised to heartfelt penitence by Him 
who came to save the lost. 

The only bit of earthly brightness in his life now 
was his occasional intercourse with his blithe and 
clever son, who, at the Duke's desire, was allowed 
to visit him from time to time. I am not sure but 
what the perpetual canons thought this small scholar 
of theirs had overmuch liberty, for besides his fre- 
quent visits to the Hospital of S. Julien, he was sent 
for now and then, as has been said, to see the 
Duke: however, in deference to Louis's wishes, 
they did not remonstrate, and little Jean was allowed 
to enjoy his privileges to the utmost. 

The Duke had never recovered the loss of his 
favourite son, and was so grieved, moreover, by the 
increasing troubles of the kingdom, which be felt 
himself powerless to check, that he absented him- 
self as much as possible from the Court, and spent 
as much time as he could in his beloved Bourbon- 
nais. He wished to prepare himself for death, he 
said ; and being anxious to set his house in order, 
had begun by ascertaining the amount of the debts 
which he had incurred by his large hospitalities in 
Paris. Three old knights, trusted friends of his, 
L'Hermite de la Faye, Jean de Chastelmorant, and 
Messire Fran9ois d' Aubrecicourt, had examined into 
his affairs by his desire, with the assistance of a 
clerk whose business it was to write down the re- 
sult of their investigations ; and they had decided 
that all his debts could be paid off in three years, 
and had advised him to discontinue the expensive 
buildings which he had in hand, more especially the 
additions to his Hotel at Paris, which had cost him 
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SO mucli, and to be content with finishing only the 
convent which he was having built for the Celestines 
at Vichy. 

It may surprise some, who think that in the mid- 
dle ages consideration for the poor and weak was 
altogether lost sight of, to hear that these good old 
knigbts recommended that he should first pay off all 
his small debts, those which he owed to ;poor people 
who might be suffering from want of the money, 
and that this good adviee seems to have been 
promptly acted on. 

Dear honourable unlettered old knights, who were 
obliged to have a clerk to make their figures for 
them, and who, no doubt, woidd have thought it 
infra dig, to put their friend's accounts down in 
black and white, even if they could : I think they 
reckoned to some purpose ! I think when they ad- 
vised the Duke to leave off all the buildings which 
he had designed for his own pleasure and ambi- 
tion, and to finish only that one which he had 
designed for the glory of God ; and when they 
showed him the way to pay off all his creditors 
honourably, the poorest first, they set an example 
which our nineteenth century gentlemen need not 
disdain to follow. And as for the Duke himself, 
well might our little Jean venerate him, and forget 
the revolutionary creed instilled in infancy, and 
think all nobles noble for his sake ; for in these his 
latter years, during which the boy learnt to know 
him, full holy was his life and conversation, and 
more and more perfect grew the high-souled cha- 
racter of him who was to be known to potterity 
as '* Louis the Good." There were holy priettf^ 
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doabtleds^ among the little fellow's teachers, by 
whose example he may have profited, but the exam- 
ple of a holy prince was still more efPectual ; he 
learnt thereby that devotion and purity were numhf 
things, not meant merely for the clergy and for wo- 
men, or for the religious by profession ; and who 
ean say of how muoh good this lesson may have 
been to him? 

A very different example was being set hj the 
other royal dukes. Paris was distracted with the 
quarrels of Orleans and Burgundy, the King's bro^ 
ther and cousin, neither of whom could be content 
with their own share of power, each wishing to go* 
vern the King and kingdom according to his own 
fency. In October, 1405, through the mediation 
of the King of Navarre and the Duke of Bourbon, 
a hollow peace had l)een agreed upon between them, 
and a notice published by a herald at the Parlia- 
ment and at the Chdtelet, that '* Thanks to God, 
the princes had resolved to live for the future in 
perfect union." They had entered Paris together, 
with every sign of ^mity ; and in token of perfect 
reconciliation, had even gone sq far — rthus an old 
chronicler relate^— as to sleep that night in the same 
bed ! But in the following year, 1406, of which 
we have just been writing, differences again arose, 
and Louis of Bourbon, spite of his wish for retire- 
ment, was obliged to go more than once to Pftris, 
and resume the part of peace-maker. Little Jean 
begrudged these visits sorely, for in the Duke's ab- 
sence his holidays were fewer, and he was but sd- 
dom sent for to pass a day at the Palace at Monlins, 
or at the Castle of Bourbon I'Archamband ; so it 
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was with great joy that he heard in the autumn 
that a truce had been put to the cousins' dissen- 
sions for a while by the Duke of Orleans going to 
Aquitaine to make war against the English. " Our 
Puke will be able to stay at home now/' said he» 
capering with delight. '' And the good people of 
Paris will have a little peace," said Jacques, who 
still retained some remnant of his former interest in 
politics, and his grudge against the royal dukes. 

Poor people ! It was but a brief peace after aU, 
for Orleans returned to the capital only too soon, 
and gave fresh offence to Burgundy, by persuading 
the King to forbid that prince to attempt thq siege 
of Calais. Jean sans penr — would that, like the no- 
ble Bayard, he had been also sans reproche I — who 
had been collecting forces in Flanders for this pur- 
pose, was obliged to disband them, and came back 
to Paris in high displeasure, which he endeavoured 
to mask beneath an exaggerated show of affection. 
On the Etc of S. Clement, 1407, he paid a friendly 
visit to the Duke of Orleans, and accepted an invi- 
tation to dine with him the next day ; but a few 
hours later on that same fatal eve, Orleans was 
basely assassinated by hirelings whom all men be- 
lieved to be in the pay of the Duke of Burgundy, 
and by him incited to this cruel and cowardly deed. 

The Duke of Orleans was little loved by the peo- 
ple at large, as we have seen, whereas Ids cousin 
was comparatively popular ; yet that was a mourn- 
ful night for Paris, in which the murdered body of 
this gay and eloquent prince lay covered with a 
white pall in the Church of S. Guillaume, with 
the King of Sicily, and many princes, knights. 
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and esquires, shedding tears over it, and the monks 
of the church saying prayers and singing psalms 
beside it till the morning dawned. The shadow of 
a great crime gloomed over the city ; and on the 
morrow, when the princes, the clergy, and nobles, 
went in state to remove the body from the keeping 
of the Guillemius, and convey it to the Church of 
the Celestines, where it was to be interred, the lurid 
light of the torches carried by the esquires of the 
defunct shone on many sad faces among the spec- 
tators, as well as among those who formed the 
funeral procession. 

The Duke of Burgundy himself was there, un- 
convicted as yet, though widely suspected of the 
crime, habited in mourning like the other princes, 
holding one comer of the pall, — ^the other three be- 
ing borne by the King of Sicily and the Dukes of 
Berri and Bourbon^ — and uttering groans and shed- 
ding tears, or feigning to do so, just as did the 
other mourners. But a very few months later, he 
confessed to having instigated the assassination; 
and though pardoned after a while by the weak 
King, was for the future held in abhorrence by all 
good men and true, and more especially by our no- 
ble Louis of Bourbon. 

Louis had wept honest tears for his nephew, and 
could not give the right hand of fellowship to his 
murderer; so when the King of Sicily and the 
Duke of Berri went to meet Burgundy at Amiens, 
to confer with him about the murder, meaning to 
persuade him to ask pardon of Charles, he, though 
ominated to the same embassy, excused himself 
om it, and would not even remain any longer at 
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Court, but demanded permission to retire once more 
to his own estates, and remain there entirely. " For 
he loved better," says the chronicler monk of S. 
Denis, " to renounce the share which he had in the 
goyemment, than consent to compound with the 
state for the murder of his nephew, which made him 
exclaim loudly and many times, as I haye been as- 
sured, that he could neyer look with a fayourable 
eye upon the author of a treason so cowardly and 
infamous." 

It was a terribly seyere season, and the country was 
deep in snow when the Duke of Bourbon quitted 
Paris for the last time, accompanied by his son, the 
Count of Clermont. Great numbers of peasants 
were employed with shovels in clearing the way for 
him, and his good town of Moulins looked white 
and dreary as he lifted his sad eyes to behold it ftrom 
afar. But there glad faces met him, for he was t?ell 
beloved by his people ; and none were gladder than 
the face of loving little Jean, who could have whistled 
and danced for very joyfulness to think that his friend 
the Duke was come back for good, had whistling 
and dancing been allowable in one of the gravely 
nurtured pupils of the Canons of S. Mary. 




CHAPTEE Xni. 

" Sm how Mlm Ii« look^ and BUtelr, 

like a warrior od his ahield, 

Wiitiiig till th« fliuh of morning 

Bieaka along the bat;tle-field ! 



" O thou Hon-hearted wurior 1 
Keck not of tha after-time ; 
Honour ma; be deemed dishoDonr, 
JjOTaltj be called a crime. 

" 3ieep in peooe, with kindred ashea 
Of the noble and the (rue ; 
Huds that neTer Guled their coantiy, 
Hearta that oerer baseneas knew." 

^HE next tbree yean passed but slowlj, 
botk with the Dulce of Bourbon, aad 
with Ub little proteg^. The child was 
longing for fuller life, for tnanbood, 
l'b priTileges ; his patron was wearying ' 
for the calm of deatl^ for the long rest of Paradise. 
All was going ill at the Court, where the wicked 
Queen went on with her eitraTagance, and Montagu, 
the maater of the household, wasted the King's 
suhstance, and the Pauphin came begging for 
money, hating not received sufficient income to de- 
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fray the necessary expenses of his maintenance; 
Louis had no wish to return there : yet neither was 
he entirely content with the comparative inactivity 
of his life in the country ; and in 1409 he asked 
the King's leave to escort the Queen of Jerusalem 
to Naples, to see her mother Yoknde, and after-^ 
wards to go a pilgrimage to the Holy Sepulchre ; 
but this permission was denied him. He had 
visions, too^ of visiting the Morea, which was de« 
sirous of submitting to his allegiance, and where he 
had twice sent his friend Chastelmorant, who had 
brought him " the seals of the town of Arcadia ;" 
and he had plans for taking Cyprus ; for though he 
was old, says his biographer, he did not wish to be 
laey ; but on neither of these errands woold Charles 
allow him to quit France, probably feeling a certain 
security in retaining within his kingdom this loyal 
and noble subject, on whose aid he could rely with 
certainty should danger menaqe the throne. 

So the Duke remained in the Bourbonnais, occtt^- 
pying himself at one time with superintending the 
erection of the convenjt of the Celestines at Vichy, 
at another with the less peaceful employment of 
driving away a marauding knight called Am^ de 
Yiry, who at the head of a tbousand horsemen, had 
taken his town of Challemont. His melancholy 
deepened with the commencement of the year 1410, 
which was to be his last on earth ; but he had one 
great cause of thankfulness in the restored peace of 
the Church. Pope Alexander had been elected by 
a general council at Pisa during the previous yeari 
and the Great Schism was over at last* 

Doubtless there was joy for this cause in his heart, 
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when on the 10th of August, he kept the festival of 
S. Lawrence cheerily in his town of Montbrison ; 
but even then, we are told, he had a strong presen- 
timent of approaching death; and on the morrow 
he was taken ill. He had himself conveyed to 
Montlucon, and after a few days' illness he rallied, 
but the improvement was but temporary ; on Satur- 
day, the 16th he felt worse again, and sent a mes- 
sage to our little Jean to come at once and remain 
the Sunday with him, believing it would be his last 
on earth. 

Jean, on his arrival, was conducted to the Duke's 
bedroom, where a quaint yet touching scene was 
being enacted. Louis had all his life taken con- 
siderable pride in his beautiful hair, which even 
now, though slightly touched with silver, was veiy 
fine and abundant ; and in this his last illness, his 
tender conscience made him feel this little piece 
of vanity to be a sin. Wishing, therefore, to mor- 
tify it, he had ordered his head to be shaved ; and 
just as Jean entered the chamber, the rich locks 
were falling beneath the shears of the Duke's bar- 
ber — a sight which struck the boy with wonder and 
regret. 

" Do the physicians say you will be better when 
your hair is off. Sire ?" he asked modestly, press- 
ing near to his patron, and lifting his eyes with 
affectionate concern to the thin pale face of the 
invalid. 

" No ; it is not for my body's health, but that of 
•ny soul, that 1 make this little sacrifice," said Louis, 
imiling; "we must all strive against vanity, my 
3hild, and I have been guilty of it too Jong." 
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The shears contiuued their work, and the boy 
looked on shyly — ^taking to heart, we ¥rill hope, this 
very practical lesson. Then when the work of de- 
struction 'was complete, the Duke trod the hair 
under foot, and passing through the open door of 
his oratory, knelt before the altar, repeating these 
simple words, which his biographer records : " Beau 
Sire Dieu, Jesus Gheist, my Pather and Creator, 
of all the little delights of this mortal life, that on 
which I have most prided myself is my hair, and I 
would fain do so no longer ; let it lie there in token 
of victory over pride." And then all his attendants 
withdrew softly, and lefl the simple yet great heart 
of their master to commune alone with GrOD for a 
little space. 

Later in the day Jean was permitted to sup with 
the Duke, who, though saying little himself, en- 
couraged him to talk Sreely, and to tell of the pro- 
gress he was making in lus studies. "And how 
goes it with your poor father?'' Louis asked pre- 
sently. 

" He was weU, my lord, thank you, when I saw 
him last, on the eve of S. Lawrence ; and Brother 
Clement thinks he is gaining strength rather than 
losing it, so I trust he will yet live many years ; 
though, it is true, he does not desire a long life for 
himself." 

" "Who can desire it, that has known the evil and 
the misery of this world ?" sighed the dying noble, 
as he pushed away from him his almost untasted 
food ; " but yet I could have wished to live to make 
a pilgrimage to the holy city Jerusalem ; it seems 
hard to close my eyes on the world, having never 
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seen that blessed place. When you grow to be a 
man, Jean, I trost yon will go thither.'* 

I mean to go. Sire," said the lad briefly. 
Yon have the desire alieady, then?" asked the 
Duke, in some surprise. • 

"My mother, when she was a-dying, bade me 
go on pilgrimage, and pray for her sonl, and for the 
soul of my &ther," replied Jean grarely, suspending 
bis sapper awhile out of respect for the dignify ^ 
the subject, though his yigorous young appetite was 
sot yet satisfied. 

"Ah! it was weQ thought of," replied Louis; 
** and now / bid you go ; so, if you live, see that 
you obey this double command ; and piytbee of 
your charity remember my soul also, when you 
kneel at that holy shriue." 

"There is no fear of my forgetting you, mj 
lord," said the boy warmly; "would that you 
eould have gone thither yourself, and that I n^ght 
have gone in your train ! I should have liked that 
so much !" he added, with boyish nai'vet^. 

" Doubtless," said Louis, with a sudden smile, 
which quickly vanished into gravity again» "but 
that is not to be. Bemember, when you go on pil- 
grimage, how holy a mission you are undertaking, 
and do not go in a worldly spirit, as some have 
done, nor seek worldly companions on the way, but 
company with the devout, and let the good Angels 
be your guard." 

" There are, doubtless, many holy Angels in the 
Holy Laud," murmured Jean thoughtfully ; ** do 
you think, Sire, that I shall meet with any dansers 
there ?" ^^ 
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** With some, I fear ; and — " 

" Nay, but my lord, I do uoty^ar, I hope, and I 
shall meet tbem as S. David in Holy Writ met the 
lion and the bear ; and if there should be any giants 
there, I shall deal with them as he dealt with the 
paynim Goliath." 

" But you are too forward of speech, my son," 
said Maitre Pierre de Ghantelle ; *' you interrupted 
your good lord, the Duke, in what he was saying 
to you." 

Jean did not pout now under a reproof, as he 
used to do in the old times ; his eyes drooped, and 
lie said humbly enough, " Forgive me, Pather ; and 
you too. Sire. I ask pardon for interrupting you." 

" It is granted, little heart," said the kind Duke. 
^'And so you mean to be like the good knight 
PavidP Well, God give you faith and valour! 
but remember, your errand to the Holy Land will 
not be to fight with Saracens, but to pray at the 
Holy Shrine. And now I will leave you to finish 
your meal, and will get me to bed, for I am weary." 

Jean tarried at the castle that night, and was 
admitted to the Duke's presence again the nest 
day. Louis was still more feeble then than he had 
been the evening before ; even Jean could perceive 
how rapidly his weakness was increasing, and the 
end drawing near. Weak as he was, however, he 
rose as usual, and went into his oratory to hear 
Mass. It was Sunday, and he desired to commu- 
nicate; seeing his great feebleness, the celebrant 
wished to bring the holy Eucharist to him as he 
sat, but he declined this, saying reverently, " It is 
Bot meet that the worthy Creator should come to 
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me unworthy." And then rising, he approached 
the Altar, and knelt humbly before it, his tears 
flowing, perhaps at the thought of that unworthiness 
of which he had just made mention. 

Little Jean's eyes were wet many times that day, 
as the feeling came more and more home to him of 
how soon his noble friend was to be taken away 
from him ; but yet in the afternoon he found him- 
self laughing at some droll jests of the little pages 
who were gathered together in the ante-room ; and 
the smile was still on his face, when Maitre Etienne 
de Bar, the Duke's secretary, came from the inner 
chamber to fetch him, saying the Duke would speak 
with him awhile. 

Louis's eyes marked, not unapprovingly, the 
traces of mirth on the young face ; and when Jean 
colouring with shame at his forgetfulness, hastily 
composed his features to gravity, he said kindly, 
"Nay, there is no need to look so solemn, my 
child ; glad am I that you should be merry at times: 
we must not keep the bow always bent." 

Jean looked up inquiringly ; the phrase was new 
to him. 

"You wonder what I mean," said the Duke, 
speaking very slowly, but with clearness ; " I am 
thinking of a fable which my dear and noble friend, 
the Mar6chal de Boucicaut, once told me. Shall I 
try to find breath to tell it you ? I know you love 
stories." 

" But I do not love to tire you, my lord," said 
the boy anxiously. 

" Nay, I have strength enough for this, the tale 
is but short ; thus it runs : There was once on a 
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time a very holy man, a hermit, who, each day, 
after he had prayed, used to play for a while with 
certain little birds which he kept for his amusement ; 
and it happened one afternoon that a gentleman 
went by who was carrying a bow, and seeing the 
hermit thus employed, he said to himself, ' If this 
hermit were so holy, he would be always at prayers, 
and not playing with birds.' Guessing his thoughts, 
the good father accosted him, begging him to draw 
his bow, and to keep it always drawn. He replied. 
No; for he should spoil his bow by keeping it 
always on the stretch. To which the hermit an- 
swered, ' Fair son, thus it is with human nature, 
which will not suffer man to continue constantly in 
contemplation or other labours, without a little re- 
creation. It is better to play sometimes, in order 
that one may be more prompt and ready to work.' 
That is the story ; now how do you like its moral P" 

" I like it very much. Sire," said the boy brightly, 
his face dimpling into smiles again ; " and I thank 
you greatly for telling it me ; but I am afraid my 
good master, Father Germain, would say that I am 
but too ready to play, and keep my bow so much 
unbent, that oftentimes its string gets slack.'* 

" Ah, that must not be," said Louis gravely ; "I 
would have you a diligent student, for your masters 
tell me that you have talent more than common, 
and that it will be your own fault if you fail to be- 
come eminent in learning. It is my wish that ii^ 
another year's time you should go to the University, 
and I have charged my lady-wife to provide that 
my wishes in this respect be carried out ; see that 
while there you devote yourself heartily to your 

N 



178 THE KING OP A DAY; 

studies, and take only such recreation as is needful 
and right. You will not forget this my command ?" 

*' No, that will I not!" said the lad earnestly. 
Then rather timidly he added, " The Marshal de 
Boucicaut is a very valiant knight, is he not, my 
lord? I remember hearing some brave stones 
told concerning him." 

'* Ay, there is not a braver knight in France than 
my old biother-in-arms," said Louis, raising^ him- 
self on his elbow, his eyes kmdling with a spark of 
their ancient fire. "He was younger even than 
you when I took him with me to Kosebecque, and 
there he did battle stoutly with a Flemish giant who 
had taunted him with being a child. * Do the chil- 
dren of your country play at such games?' said he 
to his dying enemy. I can fancy I hear his voice 
ring out now, though so many years have passed 
since then ; 'twas I that made him a knight, and at 
that very time. Ah, those were gallant days !" 

" In truth they were," said the grey-headed Jean 
de Chastelmorant, who had borne the Duke's pen- 
non through many a fierce fray ; '* but I fear yon 
are wearying yourself, my lord, and — " 

"Ah, you are right," said the Duke, sighing; 
" it were well that I saved my breath for better 
things. See I have made this child's cheeks. glow, 
and his eyes dance; he would fain have at some 
Flemish giant, like my friend Boucicaut — would 
you not, Jean?" 

" Yes, Sire," said Jean, with all his heart; and in 
truth the young pulses were throbbing with eager 
martial ambition at that moment, and the garb of 
priest or pilgrim seemed just then but uninviting 
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to the young soul that was longing for the casque 
and corslet of a man-at-arms. 

"I hare done ill to speak thus to yon," said 
Louis regretfully ; *' you must take example by the 
great Marshal in other things than his prowess in 
war. He is a most faithful son of Holy Church, 
and observes her fasting days with such derotion as 
aU would do well to imitate, besides hearing two 
Masses daily, and keeping a careful guard over his 
own behaviour and that of his household, among 
whom he will never suffer any oath or profane 
word." 

Jean listened respectfully, but his thoughts were 
still with the Flemish giant and the heroic child 
who had won his spurs on the bloody field of 
Eosebecque. Louis unwittingly had touched a 
dangerous chord, which could not at once cease to 
vibrate. 

He had meant to speak quite differently, and to 
give grave counsel, but he was too tired to speak 
more now, and was obliged to defer this till the 
next day, when, with broken voice but most touch*- 
ing earnestness, he laid on the child his last behests, 
and by his wise and beautiful words, made the 
priesthood seem again a noble thing in Jean's eyes, 
nobler even than the vocation of a warrior, and as 
full of scope for chivalrous aspiring souls. 

One more day, and the power of speech was 
almost gone, and the death-hour was indeed come. 
Weeping, Jean drew near the bed on that sorrowful 
19 th of August, and kissed the kind hand that was 
extended to him for the last time ; then drawing 
back, knelt humbly in the far part of the room. 
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while the dying voice called in feeble accents on the 
Blessed Virgin, S. Denis, and S. Louis, for help in 
this mortal agony; and the heart, we will trust, 
soared higher yet, even to the King of Saints, the 
symbol of whose sacrifice Louis held firm within 
Ms arms. With that cross clasped to his breast, 
with the voice of his loved confessor in his ears, 
telling of the Passion of our Lobd, the soul of the 
good Duke passed gently away. A few hours later, 
his body was placed on a litter, and carried to the 
church at Cosnes, where with tapers burning round 
it, and priests praying beside it, it lay in state, 
while high and low flocked to take their last look 
at the well-loved face. We are told that along the 
road by which the corpse was carried, were crowds 
of people, weeping, and crying out, "Ha, ha! 
Death, thou hast taken from us this day our defender, 
who guarded us from all oppressions, who was oar 
prince, our aid, our duke, the bravest man, and 
of the holiest life that one could find anywhere," 
&c. &c. ; but deeper though more silent grief was 
in the hearts of those who bore the litter or followed 
it, for they were mostly of the Duke's own house- 
hold, and had loved him long and well. 

Among these walked the boy, Jean, his face 
quite pale, his eyes heavy with the tears which he 
struggled not to shed. Truly at this moment the 
world seemed a sorrowful place to him, and his 
spirit longed after Golden Syon, "that blessed 
country into which an enemy never enters, and 
from which a friend never goes away." 

The good Duke was gone, while bad dukes were 
left to trouble the realm, and thick clouds of trouble 
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hovered over " la belle Prance." There wanted but 
a few years to A gin court, years of internal dissen- 
sion, of misery, and rebellion ; and meanwhile, the 
noble Louis had been taken away from the evil to 
come, and was laid to rest by loving hands in the 
mortuary chapel, which he himself had caused to be 
built in the Priory of Souvigny. In after years, two 
recumbent figures, representing the Duke and his 
Duchess, were placed over the tomb, where they 
remain to this day. His funeral was a simple on^, 
for he had ordered that it should be so, and that the 
money which would otherwise have been spent in 
pomp and show should be given to the poor ; but 
he has a goodly monument, and modern travellers 
tell us that his name is not forgotten among the 
people of the Bourbonnais, but that even now beside 
cottage hearths may be heard kindly traditions of 
the grand old times when " Louis the Good " kept 
open house in his town of Moulins, and won for 
himself the love of rich and poor by his large-hearted 
hospitality and his princely charity. 




CHAPTEE XIV, 

" The milts fori off, nitd through the Tile rMptandcot 

I KB the psthwBj of D17 7«v> pralong j 
Not vithout labour, yet lor labour strong 1 
Not nitbout pBiQ, but pain whose t«nch tnuucendeiit, 
B J Iotb'b divineit law* 
'^ — '■fa heart, and all hearts npmrda, dmws." 

Fdimt, Sg tht Author of " Joh» HaUfaa." 

EiNETEEN yiears afterwards, on Tn«- 
day, the Sffth of March, 1429, jurt 
a moDth aAer Jobu of Arc had com- 
menced her heroic miBsion, a young man 
in the dress of a jrieat wai Bitting in one of the 
tarret-chambera of the Castle of Bourbon rArchatn- 
baud, and dipping his pen in the ink-horn which 
hung at his girdle, inscribed with great care and 
deliberation the first words of a certain compo^- 
tion of his on a goodly sheet of parchment wbich 
lay on the table before him. For very many months 
from that time, this same young man might be seen 
at intervals diligently employed upon his task, and 
oftentimes with an aged kiught beside him, from 
whose lips he appeared to be gathering many of the 
details which were afterwarda carefully written down 
by his fluent pen. At length his l^urs came to 
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a conclusion ; had we been there to look over his 
shoulder and read the last words written by that 
willing yet now weary hand, this is what we should 
have seen — " Et est le livre compilS par le turn' 
aachant Cabaret, pauvre pSUriUy riche de plainr ei 
dejoie en ce qtie Dieu et geniillesae que tarU aima ant 
permvi Vceuvre present h bonne fin estre acheviy 

Can this *' Cabaret" be our little republican, the 
son of the quondam Maillotin, Jacques le m^con- 
tent P Let us turn to the dedication of the book — 
a grand page, rich in illuminations, and adorned by 
countless flourishes — and we shall see. There we 
read that the work is dedicated to Charles Count of 
Clermont, eldest son of Jean Duke of Bourbon, 
Count of ForSt, &c. &c., and has been undertaken 
at his command by "Jean d*Orronville, Picard, 
nommd Cabaret, pauvre p^^n," who has derived 
bis information chiefly from the lips of " Honor^ 
Chevalier Jean, Sire de Chastelmorant." And thus 
we And our little Jean a grown man now, and an 
author to boot ; one who has been on pilgrimage, 
and is in high favour with '' gentillesse," spite of 
his obscure origin. 

And what is this work of his, which has been 
such a labour of love, and over the finished pages 
of which he lingers with honest pride, retouching 
here and there, and adding the grace of a quotation 
or a classical allusion ? Can you doubt ? It is the 
biography of his childhood's friend, of the object of 
liis boyish hero-worship, and his life-long rever- 
ence ; it is a memoir of Louis III., Duke of Bour- 
bon. Was ever memoir written with more enthu-- 
siasm for its subject, with more loving care, more 
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evident delight ? We tbink not. And though the 
young priest modestly describes himself as "non- 
aachanty** we are not altogether inclined to accept 
this humble estimate of his acquirements, for we 
find him learned in ancient and modem tongues, 
quoting Sophocles and Bocaccio, and rounding his 
sentences neatly, like one well versed in literature, 
and modestly ambitious of the graces of style. 

The little idle scholar who so shocked the good 
monks of S. Germain TAuxerrois, has evidently 
mended his ways in later years, and proved an apt 
and clever pupH. The Duke's noble old standard- 
bearer, Jean de Chastelmorant, wonders much at 
the ready writing of the young clerk, and marvels 
how the reminiscences which dropped from him 
piecemeal and in unstudied language, have shaped 
themselves into such stately order and such flowing 
sentences in the goodly manuscript before him. 
He nods his head approvingly as the writer reads 
it aloud to him, and affirms that in his opinion it is 
more than equal to that " Livre desfaia et des bonnei 
nwsura du Roi Charles V," of Christine de Pisan*s, 
which was such a favourite book of the late Duke's, 
and that the Count of Clermont will be abundantly 
satisfied with it. Jean's brown cheek reddens in- 
genuously at the cordial praise, and his frank eyes 
brighten; the face which while it was bent over 
the writing seemed so grave and thoughtful, re- 
sumes now its natural radiance ; and a very beau- 
tiful face it is, with thorough manly beauty ; not 
of an aristocratic type certainly, but none the less 
real and picturesque. 

Very much has happened since we saw him as a 
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boy, walking beside the corpse of his dear and 
honoured patron. Agincourt has been fought, and 
Jean Duke of Bourbon taken prisoner there . Charles 
le bien-aim^ is dead ; and his son, the seventh of 
the name, is reigning, having been rescued from 
sloth by the heroic Maid of Orleans, and crowned 
at Eheims ; and just now — ah, shame ! — ^that noble 
maid has been allowed to perish under the hands of 
her captors, foully done to death in the market-place 
of Eouen. The flames of that funeral pyre have 
scattered sparks of fiery indignation throughout 
Prance; even here in the Bourbonnais, far away 
alike from the scene of her victories and her suffer- 
ings, they are talking of La Pucelle — of the mar- 
vels of her young heroic life, of the sorrows of her 
death. And though some whisper dark hints of 
magic, and say that the Bishop of Beauvais was 
justified in condemning her as a sorceress, many 
more have enshrined her history in their hearts in 
reverent sympathy ; and among these is Jean d'Or- 
ronville, whose gallant spirit throbbed with ecstasy 
in the day of her triumph, and who thinks now with 
bitter grief of her untimely fate. He is fiercely in- 
dignant against the English, whose iniquities (as he 
considers them) are rendered all the blacker in his 
eyes by the fact that they hold his liege lord, the 
Duke of Bourbon, in captivity, and have never let 
him revisit his own fair territories, since, by the 
fortune of war, he became their prisoner on the 
fatal field of Agincourt ; for our friend Jean can 
hate as energetically and love as warmly as ever, 
only his hate is less personal and more reasonable 
than of old ; his love deeper, but more restrained 
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in its expresBion. Charles of Clermont onlj guesses 
at the young priest's devotion to him by his zeal to 
serve him, by the shining light in his beautiful eyes 
when they meet and greet ; the reticence of man- 
hood has quenched that frank irresistible impulse 
to tell out his affection, which made Jean as a child 
so openly loving to Duke Louis and his son, so 
almost presumptuous in his attempts to testify the 
warmth of his regard. There is only one person in 
the world now to whom the young priest offers 
caresses, whom he calls by any endearing name : 
that person u an old man, bed-ridden, and nearly 
childish, an inmate of the Hospital of S. Julien, 
and never likely now to quit that kindly shelter till 
he is carried forth from it to his grave. 

To see this old man Jean wends his way on the 
afternoon when his book is finished. He is a per- 
son of some consideration now — ^a trusted servant 
of the Count's, a prime favourite with Chastelmorant 
and the other old knights who remember him as 
their beloved Duke's prot^gd, and moreover, a cer- 
tain prestige surrounds him from the fact of his 
having been on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land ; but 
for all that, he is in no wise ashamed of his obscure 
parentage— of the poor crippled pensioner in the 
Hospital of S. Julien. Had he any home of his 
own, he would take the old man thither, and nurse 
him tenderly ; but he has none such, neither has he 
become rich in worldly wealth. Since he returned 
from pilgrimage, and while engaged on the Duke's 
biography, he has had lodgings in the Castle; now 
that his task is over, he expects to be summoned to 
join Charles of Clermont, who is with the army ; 
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and except for leaving hie father, the summons Tvill 
be welcome. " Brave work of shriving the dying 
upon the battle-fields," Brother Martin had pro- 
mised him long ago; and the man's heart is as 
ready as ever the child's was for the dangerous yet 
blessed service. 

Arrived at the hospital, he pauses for a moment 
to sprinkle himself with holy water and utter a 
prayer in the chapel ; then he passes on into the 
sick chamber. The old man is lying on the very 
couch which was the death'^bed of his faithful wife ; 
he is in a kind of do2e, but when Jean bends over 
him, kissing him warmly on both cheeks, he opens 
his eyes and smiles. It is a worn wrinkled face, 
but less harsh in its expression than in the old days 
when a smile scarce eter shone there ; and it is not 
a dying face by any means ; the old man looks as if 
he might live some time yet. 

'* Is it you, my son f*' he asks, lifting his head 
feebly. ** I have been wanting to see you, and was 
wondering to myself if you' were like your mother, 
who comes only in drecuns ; but I know when you 
are away it is because you have gone on pilgrimage 
to pray for me." 

Jean takes the aged trembling hand in his own 
substantial grasp: " I ain not a dream, you see, 
dear father, and I came back from pilgrimage some 
time ago. The reason Why I came not to see you 
this last day or two was because I have been finish- 
ing writing my book — ^ihe life of my gracious friend 
and master, 0uke Loins, whom you remember." 

« Is he gone to the wars ?" asks the old man, 
whose mind is wandering. 
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''Nay, he is gone to his rest long ago; it is 
Duke Jean who went to the wars and was taken 
prisoner. Do you not remember, dear father, how 
kind Duke Louis was to my blessed mother, and to 
me, when I was a child P It has been a right plea- 
sant task to record his noble deeds ; and I thank 
God that He has enabled me to bring the work to a 
prosperous ending. Fancy, father, it is quite a 
huge volume, covering many sheets of parchment." 

And he is about to launch into further details of 
his book, of which, as may be imagined, he is not 
a little proud, when he sees by his father's vacant 
gaze that he is not understood, and so checks 
himself. 

"He knows not what I say, poor soul!" he 
murmurs ; ** had my mother lived, she would have 
rejoiced with me ; now I must keep my joy to my- 
self. It is better so, perhaps ; vanity dieth sooner 
when it hath no outlet." And putting away all 
thought of self, he bends forward, asking tenderly 
after his father's ailments. 

" Thanks, my son, I do fairly well," says the in- 
valid, who, like most, can speak more connectedly 
of his own state than of any other subject ; " there 
are many aches and pains in my old bones, but I 
struggle on, the saints be praised ! and when I am 
ill at ease in the night, I put out my hand and 
touch this, and then methinks I feel somewhat 
eased." • 

He points to a flask of Jordan- water and withered 
palm-branch, which are suspended by a string to 
the image of the Madonna at the bedside; they 
ire pilgrim-tokens which his son has brought him 
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from the Holy Land, and he attributes to them an 
efficacy which in reality of course they cannot pos- 
sess. The notion soothes him, however, and he 
turns to feel for the scallop-shell which Jean wears 
as an ornament, and presses it lovingly with his 
fingers. 

" You did not forget your mother or me, when 
you knelt at the holy shrine," he says. " Your poor 
mother 1 it comforted her when she lay a-dying, to 
think you would go thither; and now you have 
come back in time for me to see you before I die. 
Do you think it is all forgiven — all the past ?*' and 
his eyes turn with restless anxiety to Jean's sym- 
pathizing face. " You can shrive me, can you not ? 
for you are a priest, and a saint already, like your 
mother." 

Jean's eyes fill vrith tears — slow tears from a 
deep source, for his father's words have touched 
him to the quick. A saint ! oh, far from that yet 1 
a sinner rather, struggling still vrith fiery temper, 
with proud ambition, with all too ready vanity, with 
a thousand worldly passionate thoughts and im- 
pulses, which a saint, as he believes, would have 
mastered long before. 

"I am no saint, dear father," he says softly, 
** only a poor sinful man ; nevertheless it is true 
that I have been called to the priesthood, and that 
holy Mother Church has given me power to shrive 
men from their sins : and glad in sooth am I to 
think that her message of pardon can come to you 
through my lips. None can know so well as I 
how true has been your repentance." 

And then he lays aside for a while the character 
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of tbe caresBUig respectful boh, and sbowi bimself 
ddIj as the priest and teacher, while the old man 
falters Torth the story of the griefs which burden 
him, of the sins which he can remember eince last 
confession. No words can describe the deep peace 
that falls on him when he hears the absolution in hU 
son's voice. Who could have foreseen in the old 
days, when Jean, a frolicsome and somewhat grace- 
leas child, played at his father's knee, and learnt 
from him evil lessons of insolence and rebellion, 
that they would ever stand in such a strange and 
holy relation to each other as priest and penitent? 
that the son would become the preacher of righte- 
ousness, the father the meek learner F Marie, 
the good Duke, and Lord Louis — they, under Pro- 
vidence, had brought this about; perhaps Jean 
fiincied them invisibly present with him at this 
supreme moment of his life. 

As for poor Jacques, he had still to wait and to 
endure ; living on wonderfully, as so many do, in 
a world in which their work seems ended, living 
on in otter infirmity, while thousands younger and 
stronger died aronnd him i but he was learning 
patience, and he would live unmurmuring j the 
Judeanpalm-branch, type of heavenly victory, ever- 
more before his failing eyes ; the blessing of his 
son, the pilgrim priest, evermore resounding softly 
through his heart. 

Olio more scene, and we have done. 

(. Iiarles, Count of Clermont, pays a brief visit to 

he Itourbonnais, for he has the charge and admin- 

itration of all his father's "Urrt» et mgnewie*" 

1 the Duke's absence, and withes to see if all is 
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going on well there. Jean takes this occasion to 
present the memoir of Dnke Louis, which is approved 
of by Charles and his noble friends as a right 
goodly work; and the young Count gives the 
author a purse of gold, and cordial thanks and 
praises to boot. Jean reserves a few gold pieces 
to provide comforts for his father; we will see 
presently what he does with the others. He is to 
return with Charles to the camp, but he makes an 
earnest petition that before doing so he may be 
allowed to go to Auxerre to perform a work of 
penitence and of charity which he has vowed to 
accomplish. Charles is rather startled by the 
request, and thinking that there may be some 
danger in the expedition — as Auxerre is within the 
territories of the Duke of Burgundy, who takes the 
side of the English — endeavours to dissuade the 
young priest from it ; but Jean is urgent, and un- 
daunted by the thought of danger, and at length 
the Count yields. 

We will not follow our hero through the diffi^ 
culties of the journey, but will see what his errand 
is when he i*eaches the city. He goes straight 
to the great mcmastery of S. Germain TAuxerrois, 
from which that of Paris was an oflp-shoot, and 
demands if it be true, as he has heard, that some 
of the monks from the Parisian monastery have, 
since the occupation of Paris by the English, taken 
refuge in the mother house, and that the name of 
one of these is Brother Martin. He is answered 
that it is so, and that both Brother Martin, and 
another brother from Paris, Colombe by name, are 
now engaged in teaching in the great school for 
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wbicli the town of Auxeire is famoiiB. He prays 
to speak with them, and is shown Into the parlour 
of the monastery, where after awhile they come to 
him. He recognizes them both immediately, though 
the hair of the elder moak is ailrered now, and 
his stately figure somewhat bent ; while Brother 
Colombe has lost his youthful freshnesB and colour, 
though stiU retaining his dove-like expression of 
peace. Jean feela more awe in Brother Martin's 

Eresence than he used in his pert childhood ; the 
ttle latent feeling of conceit which has been in his 
mind since bis success as an author, dies out now as 
he stands before his severe master, and he recalls 
himself to the monk's memory humbly enough, des* 
cribingliimBelf simply as apoor priest and pilgrim, to 
whom the Bourbon family have showed much kind- 
ness, without saying a word of how high he stands 
in the favour of the Count of Clermont, or of what 
he has done to merit this. Brother Colombe listens 
with interest, and speaks a few kind words of 
recognition and welcome, but is then obliged to 
return to hia school-class, whilst his companion 
tarries for a time to talk with Jean. Brother Martin 
converses with his old pupil a little coldly perhaps 
at fiiat, looking at him, as in days of yore, with 
that piercing gaze which seems as if it must read 
his very soul. 

" Have you found out that there is brave work 
to be done by priests as well as by knights ?" he 
asks, recalling that conversatiou which had made 

sucli an impression on Jean's boyish mind. 

Jean's colour rises in his brown cheeks, and 

hia eyes kindle, but he replies modestly and briefly—: 
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" Yes, my Father." 

** And you are well content, then, to have been 
called to the priesthood ?" 

" More than content," Jean answers, his voice 
fiill of repressed feeling. He is thinking of the 
cripple in the Hospital of S. Julien, of the blessed 
moment when he stood by his father's bedside^ 
uttering the healing words of pardon which the 
Church had given him authority to deliver. 

" I have a message to you, my Father," he says, 
raising his eyes again to the monk's face ; '^ one 
on whom you once denounced the wrath of God, 
thanks you for having borne witness to the truth 
which condemned him, and prays you to send him 
your forgiveness. Do you remember the rioters 
who kiUed a tax-collector in the Church of S, 
Jacques, years ago, just when the revolt of the 
Maillotins was beginning ?" 

"Yes; and I remember well that your father 
was among them. Is it of him you speak? I 
thought he had been dead ere this." 

'* No, he still lives, though in sore sickness and 
infirmity ; but I knew not that you knew him," 
says Jean with a start. 

** Yes, I recognised his face on the day when 
there was a procession on behalf of the Duke of 
Berri ; do you not remember calling my attention 
to him by your rebellious efforts to get away from 
me and go to him ? You made me feel the neces- 
sity of dealing more sharply with you than I Had 
done before; for kia son, I knew, could not be 
otherwise than ill-trained at home." 

Jean finds this speech somewhat dif&cult to bear. 
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"My father is an altered man now," he says a 
litUe indignantly j " and even in those days he was 
ever a sood father to me. I hare a message to you 
from him, as I said ; he prays you to beheve that 
he is penitent for hamng taken part in deeds of 
violence, and having defiled the sanctuaiy of 3. 
Jacques ; and he begs you of your charity to send 
him Rorae word of foTgiveneas. Also he wishes to 
confess to you," and here Jean's clear tones become 
low and stifled, " that it was he who incited Matthieu 
to set fire to your school-house, in the year 1404. 
The sin has lain heavy on his soul ever since, and 
has been bitterly repented of j it well-nigh killed 
my sainted mother, who took it to heart as if it had 
been her own. I kn,ew nought of it at the time. 
I thought, as all did, that the fire had arisen by 
accident, but I have heard it ftom his own lips since. 

" Ah, I ever thought there was more in the 
matter than the provost's men discovered I" ex- 
claims Brother Martin ; and Jean can tell by the 
tone of his voice how bitterly he still resents the 
injury to his cherished school. " Had not the 
poor wretch Matthieu himself perished in the flames 
I would have had it sought into more carefully." 

Jean's colour is so intense now that it seems to 
scorch his cheeks, his eyes seek the ground ; the 
burden of his father's shame is on him, aa it had 
been on bis mother for so many weary years. He 
finds it hard to hare to confess the old man's past 
taiijuities to so pitiless a judge as Brother Martin, 

There is a pamful pause, and the young priest'a 
leai't is heavy, patience and humility struggling 
herein with pride and indignation ; then, as once 
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before, there comes to him a joyful marvellous sur- 
prise—compassionate forgiving words from the stem 
monk's lips. 

'* 111 would it become me to refuse foi^veness 
to one who is penitent," he says, with a sudden 
change of manner, the result doubtless of a sharp 
, struggle with himself; ** and so far as mine own 
personal pardon can avail, your father may be at 
ease, for I accord it to him freely. Though the 
Lord did drive out with a scourge of small cords 
them who defiled His temple in the days of His 
flesh, we are not forbidden to hope that some of 
those misguided men may afterward have been 
received unto repentance and amendment. So I 
trust it may be with your father ; the scourge of 
sickness and sorrow hath been laid on him, not ^ 
without avail, as it seems ; and may Chbist in * 
His pity assoil him from all his sins, especially 
from the sin of having incited another to the crime 
of arson, and so perchance brought danmation on 
that unhappy soul, and injury to many !" 

"Amen," says Jean solemnly; but he under- 
stands better than ever before why his mother's 
heart broke, and how heavy was the cross she had 
carried throughout the painful years when he in 
childish unconsciousness scarce knew what grief 
meant. 

"I think, my son," continues the old monk, 
gravely but not unkindly, " that your father's history 
should be a warning to you to resist manfully even 
the smallest temptations of Satan ; for there are of 
a surety in your nature passions as fierce as those 
which have so led him astray; and unless you 
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master the lesson of self-discipline, which as a child 
you were so unwilling to learn, you may be hurried 
into crime some day before you are aware. Great 
need is there for Christian men to guard themselves 
in these evil days, when temptations to all manner 
of wickedness do so abound." 

** True, Father," says Jean quietly ; and surely 
there cannot be a better proof that he has learnt 
already much of that self-discipline, which the monk 
so earnestly enjoins on him, than the fact that he 
makes no boast of having done so ; that he says no 
word of the stern unremitting check which he keeps 
on those fiery passions, the existence of which in 
himself he is ready to admit. He has not a place 
among the world's heroes — his name is scarcely 
known to fame, though a few know it in connection 
with that beautiful little biography of his patron ; 
yet he is a hero by the right of having learnt to 
rule his spirit, which is better, Solomon tells us, 
than taking a city; and the brow which for one 
short day long ago felt the pressure of a crown 
has something royal in its calm. As he stands 
before his old master, a child no longer, but a 
man in the prime of strength, with a steadfast 
heroic soul shining out of his splendid eyes, the 
old man's heart goes forth to him with an ir- 
repressible bound of affection, and he says more 
warmly than Jean has ever heard him speak before, 
** God and His saints bless you, my son ! my 
hopes for you are stronger than my fears, for I see 
that the Almighty has given you a brave and true 
heart wherewith to do brave work for Him." 

'/ It was well dqne of you to come hither, and 
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we ai'e right well pleased to see you — Are we not, 
Brother Cplonibe?" he adds a moment after, as 
that brother re-enters the room and approaches 
Jean. 

" Ay, truly we are," says Brother Colombe. " I 
did ever think that you would grow to be a wise 
and good man ; and verily we need such in these 
times. How fares it with your learning ? I heard 
you were a diligent student at the University." 
; " Assuredly I like books better than I used," 
replies Jean, with a sweet humorous glance, which 
is indescribably winning. " I fear I gave you 
much trouble, my Fathers, in old days, by my idle- 
ness and stubbornness; but you did contrive to 
implant in me a love for learning, nevertheless, 
and I thank you heartily ; my little stock of know- 
ledge, such as it is, has enabled me to do a small 
service to the Count of Clermont lately, for which 
he has most richly rewarded me. Would it please 
you to accept, this offering out of my abundance ?" 
and he modestly proffers to Brother Martin the 
purse of gold which Charles had bestowed on him, 
" I would fain offer it towards the prosperity of 
your school at Paris ; but if that no longer exists, 
be pleased to apply it to the needs of the school 
here." 

Brother Martin as he takes the purse, is astonished 
at its size and weight. 

" Nay, my son," he says, " this is too rich a gift 
to receive from one of your degree ; it is such as a 
prince might give, and truly /row a prince it would 
be very welcome, for we have good hopes when 
these troublous days are over, of re-establishing 
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our school in the good city of Paris, and tliere will 
be much need of money at the outset." 

"Then prythee overlook my low degree, and 
pleasure me by accepting it," says Jean, smiling ; 
" it ia honestly mine to give, I do assure you." 

He sees that Brother Martin still hesitates, for 
to take such a large gift from a brother priest is 
different from taking it from some rich noble or 
burgess, whose soul might be supposed to need 
the benefit of such charity to outweigh its sins; 
and drawing still nearer, he whispers — 

" I beseech you, Father, take it ; the burning of 
the school-house will not lie so heavily on my 
father's heart or mine, if we can think that we have 
done some little thing, though tardily, towards 
atoning for the injury. Accept it, I entreat you^ 
and give me your blessing, for I must be gone ; the 
Count expects me." 

Brother Martin can refuse no longer, nor does 
he conceal his gratitude and delight. The future 
re-establishment of that once prosperous school at 
Paris lies so near his heart, that Jean's benefaction 
is inexpressibly welcome. 

The Brothers will by no means permit Jean to 
depart at once ; they prevail on him to remain at 
the monastery that night, for rest and refreshment, 
which in truth he greatly needs ; and with pardon- 
able pride they show him the treasures of the 
mother-house — the exquisite church, rich in costliest 
adornments ; the splendid library, stored with count- 
less folios; the immense school-room, where himdreds 
>f boys have been instructed in all sound learning 
7er since the days of Charles le Chauve. 



THE KING OF A BAT, 199 

Then on the morrow he sets forth on his return 
to Moulins, bearing a message of pardon and hope 
for his father, and canying a light buoyant heart 
within his breast. Dark clouds of trouble still rest 
over the fair land of France, but he thinks he can 
discern a promise of future brightness ; his motto 
is not that of Orlando at Eoncesvalles, " A good 
heart, and no hope ;" but rather the device adopted 
by his own beloved Duke Louis, " Ce joyeux mot 
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BOODIiE.-*Way8 of Overcoming Temptation. By tiie Rev. R. O. 
Boodle. 4d. 1 cloth 8d. 

BOOK OF GXiNEBIS, The. An Exposition of the Leading 
Bveota recorded in it. Fcap. 8vo., cloth. Is. 6d. 

BOOK OX* OOMMON FBAmBB, The, of 1009, according 

to the Sealed Copy in the Tower. Printed in red and black, 

with the old Elzevir type, antique cloth, 10s. 6d.t calf, Us.} 

morocco, 17s. 6d.; antique calf, 18s. and Sis.; antique morocco, 

21s. ftc. 
BOOK OF COMMON PBATEB, The, according to the use 

of the Church of Scotland. Roan gilt, 8s. 0d. 
BOOK OF CHUBCH HISTOBY, founded on the Rer. W. 

Palmer's ** Ecclesiastical History." 18mo., Is. Fifth Edition. 
BOOK OF FAMIIiT FRATBBB arranged according to the 

Ecclesiastical Days and Seasons of the Church of Goo. By a 

Layman. Is. 4d. 

BOOK OF FAMIIiT FRATBHS, collected firom the Publie 

Liturgy ofthe Church of England. By the Sacrist of Durham. 3s.6d. 
BOOK OF STBANGE FBEACHSBS as ordered by the 

52Ud Canon. '4to., 4s. Sd. 
BOUBNS.— Thoughts upon Catholic Truths. By the late Rev. L. 

Bourne. 98. 0A. ' 

BOWDItBB, The Ber. T. 

A Few Words of Family Instroctioo, introdnetonr to *'Pnyer8 
for a Christian Hotxsehold.*' Fcap. 8vo., cloth, Is. <id. 

Sermons on the Privileges, Responsibilities, and Duties of Members 
of the Gospel Covenant. 2 vols. , post 8vo., cloth , 7s. 0d. each. 

Prayers for a Christian Honseliokl, chiefly taken from this Efcrip. 
tures, from the Ancient Liturgies, and the Book of Common 

Prayer. Fcap. 8vq., ctoth* to. 

BO'WDIjSB. Mrs. H. M.— Sermons on the Doctrines and Duties 

of Christianity. 44th edit. To which is prefixed an Essay oh^m 

Proper Employmen t of T ime. Talents, Fortune, fte. Fcp 8vo., 5s. 
BBAINABD'S JOUBNST* AAAUegorr. is. el. » ad. paper. 

BBAUNli.--The Fersone of a Tbati. The Firit Book. By Georg<~ 
Martin Braone, M«A. Ss* . 
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BBEOHIN, The Bishop of. 

A Primsry Charice delivered to the Clerry of hin Dlnceae, st the 

Annual Synod of 18^7. Second edition, enlarged, with an 

Appendix. 3s. fid. Third edition, la. 
The Christian's Converse. A practical treatise, adapted by the 

Bishop of Brechin. 4d. cloth, fid. roan. 
Meditations on the Passion of oar Lord Jksvs Christ, accord- 

inic to the Four Evanirelists, by the Abbot of Monte Casaino. 

Edited hy the Bishop of Brechin, ismo.. Ss. 
Meditations on the Suffering Ufe of our Loan. Translated firom 

Pioart, by the late Lady Eleanor Law. Edited by the Bishop 

of Brechin. 4th edit. 68. t calf aatiqae. 9s. 
Nourishment of the Christian Soul. Translated from Pinart, by 

the late Lady Eleanor Law. Edited by the Bishop of Brechin. 

Srd edit. 5s. ; calf antique, 9s. 

The Mirror of Yonng Christians. Translated from the French, 
by the late Lady Eleanor Law. Edited by the Bishop of Bre- 
cliin. Uniform with the '• Divine Master.'* With EmrraviDgt, 
Ss. fid. Mor. antique, 7s> The Engravings eeparately, fid. 

Memoriale Vitae Sacerdotalis ; or. Solemn Warnings of the Great 
Shepherd, Jesvfi Christ, to the Clergy of His Holy Chor^. 
Translated from the Latin by the Bishop of Brechin. Fcap. 
8vo. fia. Cd. t caif, lOs. With Engraving, by Dyce. 

Theological Defence for the Bishop of Breehiu on a Presentment 
bv the Rev. W. Henderson and others, on certain points con- 
cerning the doctrine of the Holy Eucharist. 8vo., fis. 

The Scottish Communion Office in Greek. 3imo., 2b. 

AriB you being Converted ? Sermons on Serious Subjects. Se- 
coud Edition. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. fid. 

Sermons on Amendment of Life, Fcap. 8vo., Ss. fid. 

The Waning of OpportaDities, and other Sermons, Practical and 
Doctrinal. Fcap. 8vo., 4s. fid. 

Sermons on the Grace of Goo, and other Cognate Subjecti. 5i. 

A Commentary on the Litany. Fcap. 8vo., d., 4s. fid. 

A Commentary on the Te Deum, from ancient sources. 9t. 
cloth ; Ss. dd. calf j 4s. fid. morocco ) Cheap Ed., is. 

A Commentary on the Canticles used in the Prayer Book. Ss., 
cheap ediUon is. 

Commentary on the Seven Penitential 'Psalms* ftrom ancient 
sonices. Clotht 0d. and is. t roan, is. fid. i calf, Ss. fid. 

The Seal of the Loan. A Catechism on ConflrmatioUt with appro- 
priate Devotions, l^d., or lOs. fid. per loO. 

Catechism to beleamtbefore the Church Catechism. 58. per lOO. 

The Holiness of the Human Body, and the Duties of Sqolety. 
Sd. each. 

A Memoir of the Pious Life and Holy Death of Helen Inglls. 4d. 

BBlBSTTIiraHAM, C. M. 

Devotions lor the Hours, from the Psalms. Ifimo., Ss. fid. 

Anniversaries, Ac. Armour of Proof for the itoldier of Chrirt. 
salted for hU Daily WsrfRre on his PUgiiowge through tU» 
World to the Heavenly Country^ Ss. fid. ^^ — ^«a« **«m 
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BAETT, Mr. B. 

The Charchman*s Goldeto Faith and Piety. A Manual of Instmc- 
tions and Devotions. Third Edition. Cloth, 4». 6d. ; antiqae 
calf or plain morocco, 88. 2 vols, cloth, 5s.) limp calf,' lu.j 
limp morocco, 128. 

Officer tor the Sick and Djringr. Reprinted firom the above, u. 

Leaflets for the Sick and Dyinp} supplementary to the Offices for 
the Rame in '*The Churchman's Gaide to Faith and Piety.'* 
First Series. Price per set of eifrht. 6d. i cardhoard, Qd. 

A Guide to Confirmation and Holy OommuDlon. 6d. j clotti, 8d. 

The Chrii»ttan*8 Daily Guide $ or, Parochial Manual of Instrue- 

■ tion and Devotion. 

Part I. Faitliand Duty, 8d.$ TI. Morning and Evening Prayen, 
Sd.) III. Prayers dnringr the day, and Collects for Particular 
Graces and Persons, Sd. } IV. Christian Seasons. 

Scripture History for Ihe Younir. Old and New Testaments. 

38. 6d., or with 1 6 eng^ravings, 4b. 6d. 
DevotionsfortheSick Room, Prayers in Sickness.ftc. Cloth, 2s. 04. 

Companion for the Sick Room : beinf a Compendium of Christian 

Doctrine. 28. 0d. 
These two bound togrether in I vol. cloth, price 5s. Calf Ds. 
A Pocket Companion for Lent, for Busy Men. In Two Parts. 

Price Id. each. 
A Manual of Devotions for School-boys. Compiled from various 

sources. Ckl. 
Devout Prayers oh the Ufe and Passion of. the Loan Jssus, by 

which the faithful soul may increase in the' Love of Goo. 
' 8d., cloth 18. 
• Fervent Aspirations after Divine Love and Thankagivinps On the 

Pa8««ion. Part 11. of the above, cloth 8d., wrapper, 8d. 
Instructions, Prayers, and Holy Aspirations for the Sick Room. 

4d.» cloth 0d. 
J^rayers tor Little Children and Young* Persons. 0d.» cloth, 8d. 

Part I. 2d.; Part II. 4d. 
Reflections, Meditations, and Prayers, on the Holy Life«P4 Pu- 

sion of our Loan. New edition, 58, 
The Power of the Catholic Faith. A Memorial of M. C. B. Square 

- I0mo., toned paper, is. 0d. , 
The Doctrine .of the Cross, a Memorial qf a Humble Follower of 

Christ, is. ' •• 

A Few Practical Sagsrestions for the Burial of the Dead in Cikiist. 

With Two Plates. 4d. 

BBXOHT.— Kiffhteen Sermons of S. I«o the Great on theUhcar- 
natipn. translated with Notes and with the .** Tome** of S. Leo in 
the omiiiaU by the Rev..W. Bright, M.A. .8vai., olotii, 5b. • 

fiBITTOK*.— Horn Sacr^mentaieS;. . The Sacramental Articles of 
the Chnvch of England vindicated, and iUustratedw By TItbmas 
HopkinsBrittpn, M«A* 08.. . < 

BBOWNl^v^The Mosaic Cosaattogony. Allteral Translation of the 
first Chapter of <9tone8i8b witli Annotatiottt and Rationalia. By 
R. O . S* ¥ro wue, .B , D.,^ Vicar of; Atwick, Yorkshire. 8v6. ,58. 

BHOWNE.— A Lect;ure pn. Symbolism and Its Connection with 
Church Art, Architecture* ^c. By C. Bifowkitii, Esq., M.A.,' late 
Scholar of Worcester College. Qxtord. 3rd edition, with 42 lil^ 
trations, and Appeiidlx on toe^ Symbolism of the Ecclsnia^fical 
Vestments. is.Od. 
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BRO'WNiB. — Sasiex Sermons preached to a Raral CongregtiiliUm. 

B y the Re v, R, L. Browne, M.A. 6s. 
BBOTVKXOw, The Eev. W. B. 

Jxius, the Good Shepherd. A Short Memoir of Melise H. M. 

Brownlott . New edition. Cloth, with Sermon and Portrait, 

2s- 6d. Cheap edition. Is. 

Lectures on th e His tory of the Church of Oon, a.d. 31 — 108. 88. 

BUBIAJj OF THS DlSADy The Order for the. Printed in large 

type, on a board for attendants^ Od« 
BUTXiSB, The Bev. TV. J. 

Sermons for Working Men in Oomtrf Parlslieft. Bold Tjrpe, Bb. 6d. 
Twelve Short and Simple Meditations on the SuflRsrlnga of our 
Lord Jksus Christ. Edited by the Rot. W.J. Batter. 88. 6d. 
Short Rules for Prayer for WoriciDg Men. 8d. 
' OANTICXfSS in the Morning and Eveoing Services, pointed cor- 
rectly for Chanting, Sd., cloth 4d. With Chants 4d., cloth 6d. 
CANTICIjSB in the Morning and Evening Services, arranged 

io Columns for Chanting. 9d. i limp cloth, 4d. 
CANTICIjSS with blank staves for Chants. sd.| cloth 4d. 
OABTSB» The Bev. T. T. 

The Doctrine of tho Priesthood in the Church of England. Snd 

Edition. 48. 
The Doctrineof Conffesskm ill the Chorefa of Enxfand. Post Svo., 08. 
A Votnme of Sermons. Snd edition. Bvo., los. 0d. 
The Imitation of our Lord. A Series of Lectures. 4ti| edition. 

9s. 0d. 
The Passion and Temptation of our Loan. • A Course of Lectures. 

Bnd edition. 38. 
The Life of Sacriftee. ACouneof Leeturee. Snd edition. S8.0d. 
The Liie of Penitence. A Series nf Lectures. Snd edition. Ss. 0d. 
Family Prayers, Co which are added Short Prayers for Private Use. 
Cloth, Is. ; roan, 88. 
An abbreviated edition, for general use in a household, 0d. 
The Doctrine of the Holy Eucharist drawn from the Holy Scrip- 
ture and the Records of the Church, snd edit. 8vo., 18. 0d. 

EOITKD BV THB RkV. T. T. CaRTBR. 

A Book of Private Prayer for Morning, Mid-day, Nlfirht and other 
times, with Rules for those who would live to Qou amid the 
basinets of daily lile. Fifth edition, limp doth. is. j cloth, 
red edges, is. 3d. { roan, is. 6d. 

Litanies and other Devotions. Uniform with " Di^r Hours of the 
Chorch of England^** Is. 0d. 

Might Offices for the Holy Week. Svo., 98. 0d., uniform With the 
** Day Hours." 

TiM Tootpcintsof ttie LbitD on tho Klng^ Highway of the Crosi. 
. Devottonal Aids for Holy Week. Pcap. 9vo., cloth, is. 

FooCstctM of. the Holy Child, being Readings on the Incarnation. 
Part I. FcapiSvo., 18. Part II., a§.0d. 

Manual of Devotion for Sisters o# Mercy. Part I. Prayets for 
Daily Use. Is. 0d. Part II. Fbr l>iiferent Necessities, is. 
Part HI ParFbtgivtnessorSins. is. PartV. Actsof Ado> 
ration. Faith. Hope, Love, fte. is. Part VI. Prayers to our 
Lord. Jasita Ciiatsr. Is. Part VIL Devotions on the Paa- 
■ion at our Loan Jsatm Christ, li. 

Short OiBoe of the Holy Ghost, is. 

OATBOHI81C treattugof the Unity pf the Chnrch, its MinistiT, 
utargy,ofilces, and Articles. By a Country Curate, 8d. 
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OABTSB.— Remarks on Christiaii Oravestoaes, with numerons 
Working: Drawings, with Scales. By the Rev. Rccles J. Carter, 
M. A. 2nd edit. Ss. 0d. : stiff wrapper, Ss. 0d. 

CA.TECHISM OF THEOIiOOT. l smo., u. Od. 

CATECHISM OF THE CHLBF THINGS 'WHICH A. 
CHRISTIAN OUGHT TOKNOT^ AND BEItlEVS 
TO HIS SOUL'S HEAIiTH. Edited by several Clerer- 
men. New edition. 2d. 

CECHj-DEAN. a story for the Toangr. By Bessie C. A. Fcap. 

8vo., 28. fid. 

OEBTIFICATES OF BAPTISM, Conflrmation, and First 
Communion, on a card, sd., or us. per 100. 

OSBTIFICATES OF CONFIBMATION AND HOIiT 
COMMUNION. On a card, printed in red and black, price 
Id. each, or 78. i>erl00. On an Ornsunented large Card. 2d.{ 
also new design, Sd. 

OHAMBEBS, J. D. 

The Doctrine of the Holy Eucharist, as Expounded by Herbert 

Tborodike, D.D. With a Preface by J. D. Chambers, M.4« 

2s. fid. 
Lauda Syon. Ancient Latin Hymns of the English and other 

Churches, translated into corresponding metres. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. 

^H A MBEBS.-~Fifty-two Sermons preached at Perth and other 
parts of Scotland. By the Rev. J. C. Chambers. Demy 8yo. lis. 

OHAMBBBIiAIN, The Eev. T. 

The Theory of Christian Worship. Second Edition. 6s. 
The Seven Ages of the Church, as indicated in the messages to the 
3even Churches of Asia. Post 8vo., 3s. 
* English Grammar, and how to Teach it; together with a Lesson 
in Reading and Spelling. 3rd edit., Sd. 
Hymns, chiefly for the Minor Festivals. 18mo., cloth, ls.{ 
wrapper Od. 

CHANTBB, The Bev. J. M. 
Sermons, fis. fid* 
Help to an Exposition of the Catechism of the English Church, fid. 

CHABITT AT HOME. A Tale. By the author of *f Ruth 

Levison.*' l8mo. 2s. 
CHBYNE, The Bev. P. 

The Teaching of the Christian Year: a oeries of Sermbns. 
Vol. I., Advent to Whitsuntide. 7s. 

The Consolations of the Cross. Fcap. 8vo., ts. 
CHTLDBBN OF THE CHAFEIj, The. A Tale of the times 

of Queen Elizabeth. Fcap. 8vo., 2b. 
^OHO BIBTEB BROTHEBB, The. A Tale. By the Author of 

** The Children of the Chapel," &c. Fcap. 8vo., 4s. 
OHZIjD*S JSfBiW IjESSON BOOK, or Stories for Little 

Re aders, is. ; is. fid. cloth ; coloured Ss. fid. 
OHBISTIAN SEBVANT (The) taught from the Catechism her 
. Faith and Practice. By the Author of the '* Servaftts' HaU.** 

Edited by the Rev. Sir W. H. Cope, Bart. Feap. 8vo., cloth, 7s. 

dHBISTIAN CHUiDBEN, Scenes in the Lives of: with 
Questions on separate cards. The Cards enclosed in a case. Ss. 

CHBISTIAN DUTIES, as essentiaUy conducive to progr' 
in the Spiritual Life. 8ud Edition. Ss. fid. 
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CHRISTIAN SBBVANT*S BOOK of Devotion. Self-Exm- 
mination. and Advice. Sixth edition, cloth is. 

CHBISTIAN WEEK, The, a Manual of Devotion with Paatani 
and Hymntt for Schools and Families, fid. 

A OHBISTMAB DBEAM. lUnstrated by Dudley. In orna^ 
mental borders, is. 

A OHBIBTMAS PEBBBNT for Children. From the Ger- 
man, is. 

OWTTRCH FIfOBAIi DBCOBATIOW, Practical HinU on. 
With twenty piaSs: Third Edition. Ss. fid. plain , 5s. coloured. 

nTTTT-RCH: CATECHISM, The.— Printed on tinted paper, with 
^M^nt^nftiraJlSs drain by GUbert. Price is. cloth. A 

cheap edition, fid. 
OHUBOH OF ENGLAND MINISTBBS. How tiiey are 

made, and what they are. 4d. 
OHTTBCHMAN'S COMPANION. A Monthly Magazine, fid. 

Vols. iTand 11. 2s. gd.each; Vols. 111. to XL. ss. fid. each. 

New Series enlarged. Vols. 1. to HI. 4s. each. 

OHUBCHMAN'S DIABT; an Almanack for the yew rt 
Grace 1868, Commenced in 1847. 4d.j Interleaved, Od.| roan 
tuck, is. Qd. I mor. 4s. 

THE CHX7BGKMAN*8 LIBBABT. 

The Churcfiman*9 Librarp consists of Tracts and Manuals i of the 
former there are twelve published, price 2s. 
I. BiiufSay : and how to spend it. 2d. 

5. Catholic and Protestant. 2d. 
8. Grace : and how to gr»in it. Sd. 

4. Church Worship. 4d. ,^ «^ 

B. Tl^e Prayer Book : and how to use it. 2tt. 

6. The Heavenly Lives of the Primitive Chrutiana. 8d. 
7! Holy Scripture : and bow to use it. 2d. 

8*. All Christians, Priests. 2d. 
0. The Threefold Work of Cnaisr. .2d. 
10. The Doctrine of Justification. 9d. 
Ill The Priest and the People. 2d. 
la. OuUines of Christian Doctrine. 2d. 

The above in a packet, price 2s. 
Tlie Manuals published are: — ^ , _^ ..«..•., 

1! Questions and Answers illustrative of the Chnrch Catechiam. 

4d. t cloth, fid. •_ *j 

t. Bishop Andrewe^* Devotions, fid.j d. gd.j calf or mor. y.OB. 

a. The LayinK on of Hands : a Manunl for Confirmation. 4d. 

4. Guide to the Eucharist. Containing Instructii>ri«» and Direc- 
tions with Forms of Prepiiratloii and Self- Examination. 4d. 

ft. The Manual ; a Book of Dcvoth»n. chiefly Intended fc»f the 
Poor. Second Edition. Limp cloth, 1h. i clotii boanls. red 
edires. 18. 3.1. ; leather, is. 4rt. ; cheap edit., fid. With a con- 
siderable reduction on quantities being taken. 

7HITBCH DOCTBINES PBOVBD BY THE BIBIiE. 
Fcap. 8vo., u. 
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CIi ARKB.—The Watch.Tnwcr Bonk } or. Readfim for the Kl^ht 
Watclieii of Arlveiit. By the Rev. C. W. B. Clarke, M.A. Post 
Svo., cloth boards, 38. 0tl. i limp cloth for distribution, 2s. 

OOIiIsBOTS fntnt the Book of Common Prayer. S2mo. sewed Sd., 
riihricnte<i, and in parchment cover, 6d. 

OOIiIilSCTS S^PPLAIII^ED IN A CATEOHETICAIi 
FORM. Ptrt 1., 4d. Part 1 1.. 6d. 

COMPANION TO THE AIiTAB : forthe nse of the Scottish 
Church. S2mo., cloth, is. ; fcsp. 8vo., cloth, is. 6d. 

COMPANION TO THE SUNDAY SERVICES of the 

Chnrrh of Enj^land. Ss. 
COMPER.— The DistinctiveTeachin^ of the British Churches stated 

and maintained in a series of Lectures. By the Rev. John Comper. 

l2mo. cloth, 28. 6d. 

A CONFIRMATION MEDAIi of appropriate design. 0d. 

CONFRATEnNITT OF THE BLESSED SACRA* 

MENT PUBLICATIONS. 
An Altar Bi»ok fuk Y«iung Pkrsons. Suitable also for Chorit. 

tors. Clot h, with a picture of the Crucifixion, 6d . } with Q pictures* 

is. ; d \ red ediees, gold lettered, is. 6d. 
Thk Mavuai. ok thr CoNrRATKRMTT. Third edition, revised 

and enlarired, 4d. ; cloth, red edges, 6d. 
OrriCKs OP Siikitual Com:u union'. For Private Use. ad. 

CONVERSATIONS WITH COUSIN RACHEL. Four 
Parts. 9d each. Complete in Two Vols. 88. 

CONSECRATION AND DESECRATION ; or, BasU 
the Orphan Chttrister. is. Cloth is. fid. 

CONSECRATION PRATER, Knd Posl-Commanion. In 
large type, red and black, for the Altar Desk. Mounted in fold- 
ing morocco caRe. 148. 

COPE AND STRETTON.— Visitatio Infirmorum ; or Offices 
for the Clergy in Directing, Comforting, and Praying with the 
Sick. New edit., cloth, 12m. t calf, ids. ; morocco, 'iOs. In Three 
Parts, calf, 218. Also in various bindings, with metal, work. 

Appendix to the Kirstedition.containingtheAdditionalOffices- is.fidi 

The Responsal for tiie Visitatio Infirmorum: Portions to be said hj 
those who accompany the Priest. Cloth, 28. 

CO SIN, Bishop. 

A Collection oi Private Devotions for the Hours of Prayer. Is. { 

calf, 38. ; morocco, 38. Od. 
The Sum of the Catholic Faith, firom Bishop Cosin. 3d., or 
148. per 10(1. 
COTTAGE COMMENTARY.- Vol. I. : 8. Matthew, limp 
cloth. 28. fid.; cloth boards. 38. Vol. II.: S. Mark, limp cloth. 
Is. 8d.; Cloth boiirds, Ss. Vol. 111.: S. Luke, 3s. fid. Vol. IV.: 
S.John, limp cloth. 3s. Od. ; cloth l>oards, as. ; CHlf, 78. Vol. V. ; 
The Epistles to the Hebrews, S. James, S. Peter, S. John, and 
' S. Jude. 98. fi.l. 
The Four Gocpels, in Two vols., cloth, 88. fid. 

COUPER. — A Few Hints to Mothers on the Management of Chil- 
dren, Ac. By Georgina Conper. Dedicated to the Very Rev. and 

Hon. the Dean of Windsor. J}emy ISmo., 3d. 

CRANBORNE, Viscount.— A History of F'-ance for Chlldr 
in a Series of Letters. By the late Viscount Cranbome. Ss. 
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CRUSS'WIiljIj. — ^The Christian Life. Twelve Sermons, by th« 
Rev. Richard Cresswell, B.A. 12roo. 2s. 6cl. 

CUD LIP.— A Noble Aim. By Annie Thoma*. (Mrs. Pender Cadlip.) 
Published for the Benefit of the Devon House of Mercy. Fcap. 
8vo., Is. 

CUBATXS OF HOIilTCBOBS, The. A tale of the Churcli. 
Fcp. 8vo., 58. 

DAILY EVENTS OF HOLY "WEEK. Written in Plain 
Words. Fcap. 8to., 6d. 

DAILY LIFE OF THE CHBISTIAH" CHILD. A poem 
for children. 6d. ; on a sheet, Id. j cheap edit.^in packets of 25, 2s. 

DAKEYNE.— The Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 
Dakeyne, M.A. 28. 6d. 

DAVIE S.— Benefit Club Sermons. 1st and 2nd Series. In One 
Vol. By the Rev. G. Davies. Second edition. 4to. 3s. 

DAY HOtTKS OF THE CHITROH OF ENGLAND, 

newly Translated and Arrang^ed accordingto the Prayer Book and 
the Authorised Translation of the Bible. Second edition. 12roo. 
cloth, 2s. ; wrapper, is. 6d. 
Supplement to the Day Hours : being: the Service for Certain Holy- 
Days. Part I., is. 

DEANB, The Bev. "W. J. 

The Proper Lessons from the Old Testament for Sundays and 
other holy days. With a Plain Commentary explaining their 
Christian meaning, and their relation to the different Seasons 
of the Church's Year. Crown 8vo. 9s. 

Union. Five Occasional (inclnding Two Harvest) Sermons. Is. 6d. 
r.'I. Union J II. Mutual Intercession and United Work; III. The 
Christian Joy expressed in Church Music ; IV. Harvest ; V. Harvest. 

DENISON.— Saravia on the Holy Eucharist. The Original Latin 
from a MS. in the British Museum hitherto unpublished. The 
Translation by the Archdeacon of Taunton. Demy 8vo. 78. fid. 

DEVOTIONS FOB CHILDBEN, intended specially for 
Choristers, who are present at the time of Holy Communion, fid. 

DEVOTIONS for Children and Young Persons, id. 

DEVOTIONS FOB HOLY COMMUNION. 82mo..cl.,is. 

DEVOTIONAL AIDS FOB THE USE OF THJB 
CLEBGKY. S2mo. parchment, is. 

DIAL OF MEDITATION AND PBAYBB. 2nd edit. 3d. 

DICKINSON.— List of Service Books according to the Uses of 
the Anglican Church, with the possessors. 2s. 6d. 

DIBECTIONS FOB KEEPING LENT ABIOHT. 
as. 6(1. per lOO. 

DISTBIOT VISITOB'S MEMOBANDUM BOOK. 

fid., the paper Is. per quire. 

DIVINE MASTEB, The : a Devotional Manual illustrating the 
Way of the Cross. With Ten Steel Engravings. 7th edit., 28. fid. j 
antique calf or morocco, 78. Cheap edition in wrapper. Is. 
The Engravings separately on a sheet, 9d. 

.DOMESTIC OFFICES i being Morning and EveniiiK Pray«r 
for the Use of FamiUes. Wrapper, fid. j cloth, 8d. 
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DOUGIjAS.— Maiy and Mildred; or. Principle the Guide of Im- 
pulse. Edited by the Rev. Stair DougplaB. and edit. in. 

DBOP IN THE OCjfEAN, or the Little Wreath of Fancy. By 
Agnes and Bessie. 2nd edit. Is. 

D X^'.— Systematic Analysis of Bishop Butler's Analog^y. By the 
Rev. Henry H. Duke, B.A. 3s. 6d., interleaved 5s. 

EARNEST APPEAL ON BEHAIiP OP PUBIiIO 
WOBSHIP. Extracted firom Bp. Patrick*s Discourse con- 
cenung Prayer. Is. 

BAST LESSONS FOB THE YOUNGEB CHILD. 
BEN IN SUNDAY SCHOOLS. By the Author of " Con- 
versations with Cousin Rachel." 4d. Questions, for the Use 
of the Teacher. 9d. 

EASY CATECHISM OP THE OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTOBY, with the dates of the principal events, ismo. 
Third Edition. 3d. 

SjCCLES. — Midsummer Holidays at Princes Green. By Mrs. 
Eccles, author of "The Riches of Poverty.** 18mo., Is. 

ECCLESIOLOGIST, The. Published under the Superinten.. 
dence of the Ecclesiological Society, every alternate month, ls.6d; 

The First Series, 3 Vols, in 1, and the New Series, 23 Vols, cloth, 
are now offered at the reduced price of jSi for the set. 

EOCLESIOLOGY, Hand-Book of English. Companion for 
Church Tourists. Cloth, 5s. ; or limp calf interleaved, 10s. 

ECHOES OP OTTB CHILDHOOD. By the author of 
** Everley," &c. Fcap. 4to., toned paper, with lUustratiuns, is. 6d. 

XDMONSTONE, SIB ABCHIBALD, Bart. 

Portions ot the Psalms, selected and arranged for Devotional Par- 
poses. Paper 6d. ; cloth, lOd. 

The Christian Gentleman's Daily Walk. 3s. 6d. 

EIGHTY-POITBTH PSALM, Treatise on the. By the late 
Lady Harriet Howard. 32mo., cl. 6d., bound, is. 

ELLIS .^From the Font to the Altar: a Manual of Christian Doc- 
trine for the Young, especially those who are preparing for Con- 
firmation. By the Rev. Conyngham Ellis. Second Edition. Is. id. 
cloth} is. wrapper. 

EMBBOIDEBY, Ecclesiastical. Working Patterns of Flowers, 
on sheets, Nos. 1 to 18, 6d. each ; or in Three Parts, 3s. each. 

EMBBOIDEBY, (Church,) A Few Practical Hints on. With 
Six Plates. Is. 

ENTHUSIASM NOT RELIGION. A Tale. By the late 
M. A. C. Cloth, Is. 6d. ; wrapper. Is. 

EBBINGTON.'-Prayersfor Soldiers, by Colonel Errington. ]id., 
in parchment cover. 

EUCHABISTIC MONTH: being short Daily Preparation and 
Tkianksgivingforthe Holy Communion. 8d.; cl. Is.) bound Is. fid. 

EVANS, The Ven. Archdeacon B. "W. 

Tales ot the Ancient British Church, cloth, 28. fid. Second £(**' 
Daily Hynms. ss. fid. 
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BVANS.— Chrlstiiinity In its Homely Aspects : Sermons on Varl- 
oas Suhjects, delivered in tue Church of S. Andrew, Wells Street, 
and elsewhere. By the Rev. A. B. Bvaus, D,D, Second Seiies. 
Price fts. 

IBVAIl'S.— Pietas Paerilis; or, Childhood's Path to Heaven, and 
other Poems. Dedicated by special permission to H. R. H. the 
Duchess of Cambridge. . By the Rev. A. £. £vaus. 8vo., toned 
paper, Ss. 6d. 

liVSBLET. A Tale. Second Edition. Fcap. 8yo. Oa. 

BVSNlJ!9rG- MEETINGS, The; or. the Pastor amon; tbe 
Boys of his Flock. By C. M . S. Reprinted from the Churehman*» 
Compttnitm. Fcap. 8vn., Si. 

EXPLANATION OF SOME BCBIPTUBAIi AISTD 
ECGIiESIASTICAIi TERMS. 3rd edit.. 3d. 

PAMILIAB INSTBUOTIONS ON MENTAIa 
FBAITEB, from the French of Courbon. Parts 1. ft 11. With 
Prefaces by the Editors, W. U. R. and £. B. P. 2nd edit., doth, 
U. 6d. 

FAMIIjT PBAYEBS for tbe Children of the Church. 4d.. d. 8d. 

FAMILY PBATEBS FOB MOBNINQ AND EVEN- 
ING. Compiled by a Priest of the English Church. tfd.,cl., Is. 

FANNT'S FLOWERS; or. Kun for the Nursery. With several 
engravings. Is.; cloth gilt. Is. 6d. 

FASTS AND FESTIVALS OF THE CHX7BCH, in a 

converHational form. Is. 8d. 

A FETV DEVOTIONAL HELPS FOB THE CHRIS- 
TIAN SEASONS. Royal 32mo. 8 VoU., doth As. 0d.j 
calf. 108 6(1. 

AuvKVT, Christmas, ANn THR Skasons VNTii. Lent (100pp.) la. 

Lknt ano Passiun-tiok (8S pp.) 6d. 

EA>tTKR.TlUK (48 pp.) 4d. 

From Rogation to TRl^flTT (130 pp.) 8d. 
Thk 8 A I. NTH* Days (136 pp.) 8d. 
Trinity. Parti, is. 4d. 
Trinity. Part II. is. 

A SEW WOBDB TO LITTLE CHILDREN ABOtTT 
THE SEASONS OF THE OHBISTIAN YEAR. 
By C. E. F. 4d. 

A FEW W^ORDS TO A CHRISTIAN MOURNER, sd. 

jnnci)lrp fiRsiViuaU of InHudtr^. 

No. I. Cooking i or. Practical Trainingr for Servants, Ike. lOd. 

No. 11. Gardening: { or. Training for Boys as Gardeners. lOd. 

No. III. Household Worlc ; or. The Duties of Female Servants. lOd. 

No. IV. Plain Needlework in all iU branches. 8d. 

No. V. On the Mana^ment of Poultry and Domestic Animals. lOd. 

The above in One Vol. bounrf, 4s. 0d. 

FIVE TALES OF OLD TIME. Separately in cloth :— 

Follow Me. (C. E. H., Morwenstow) is.~ Shepherd of the Qlant 
Muuiitaiiis. (Foiiqn^.) is.— The Knight and the Endiantcrs. 
(touqud.) is.— The Stream, is.— TheCaaUeoAthe Rodi. is 
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IPIiOWEB, The He v. "W. B. 

Sermons for the Seasons of the Charch, translated from S. Ber- 
nard. 8vo 6s. 

The Three Bucks of Theophilus to Autolycus on the Christian 
Religion. Treuislated, with Notes. Ss. 6d. 

Readiiifc Lessons tor Schools. Ss. 

ClassicHl Tales and LeirendM. 2s., cheap edition Is. 

Tales of Faitli and Providence. Ss., or in a packet, Ss., cheap 
edition is. 

The Widow and her Sou ; with other Tales. Translated flrom the 
Cerman. 18mo., cluth, Ss. 
FORBES.— Snowball and other Tales. By Isabella Forbes. Ss. 0d. 

FOBD, The Bev. J. 

Twelve Sermons firom the Qaareslmale of P. Paolo Segaeri. Snd 
Edition. As. 

A Second Series of Twelve Sermons from the same. 6i. 

A Third Series of Twelve Sermons from the same. 6g. 
The Three Scries in one vol., cloth, I5s. 

Twelve Sermons, preached in the Chapel of Liverydole Alma- 
house, at Heavitree. l2mo., cloth, 3s. 

Thoughts hi Verse on Private Prayer ami Publick Worship, is. 6d. 

The Gospel of S. Matthew Illustrated from Ancient and Modern 
Authors, chiefly in the Doctrinal and Moral Sense. Sad 
Kdition, lis. 

The Gospel of S. Mark Illustrated. Snd edition. 10s. 

The Gospel of S. Luke Illustrated. 12s. 

The Gospel of S. John lllustrati^d. 13s. 
This volume completes the Four Gospels, and contains oopiooa 
Indexes of the whole. 

The Acts of the Apostles. With Indexes. Price iSs. 

S. Paul's Epistle to the Romans. 12s. 

FORM OF PRATER AIQ D CEREMONIES USED AT 
THE CONSECRATION OF OHUROHE8, &c„ in 
].«mdon and Winchester. Id., or 7s. per 100. Form for Oxford 
Diocese. Sd., or 148. per loo. 

FORM OF FRAYEB FOR IiATING THE STONE 
OF A CHUBCH OR CHAPEL, id. 

FORM OF PRATER FOR IiATINa THE STONE 

OF A SCHOOIi. »s. 6d. per luo. 
FORM OF PRATER FOR OPENING A NE^W 

SCHOOIi. Ss. 6d. per 100. 
FOBMS FOR NOTICES OF SERVICES, forafflxingon 

church doors. Ss.per 100 j large size, 5s. per 100. 

FOBM OF SELF-EXAMINATION ; with Prayers Pre- 

paratory to the Holy Communion. 2d. 
FORM OF SEIiF-EXAMINATION ; with a Few Direc- 

tioiis for Daily Use. by F. H. M. Sd., or 218. per loO. 

FOBM OF SERVICE FOB CONSECRATING CE- 
METEBT CHAPEIiS. [Rochester Diocese.] 7n* per loo. 

FORSYTH'S BOOK OF NE'W MONUMENTAL 
DESIGNS, with HM introdiictiuu by the Rev. Charles tiout«ll» 
M.A. 410. 2ud edition, 10s. Od. 
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FO WIi ER. — Parochial Sermons. By the Rev. C. A. Fowler, M. A. 6»» 
I'O'WTjB.—The EpisUe to the Hebrews the Epistle of S. Paul. By 
the Rev. W. H. Fowlc. is. 6d. 

ITOX, The Bev. S. 

The Noble Army of Martyrs. Ss. ; cheap edition, Is. 

The Huly Church throughont all the world. 2s., cheap edit.. Is. 

VBllBEBICK QOBDON, or the Storming of the Redan. By 
a Soldier*8 Daughter. Royal l8mo., Is. 6d. 

FBEEMAK'.— Hlstonr of Architecture. By E. A. Freeman. lOs. 6d. 

FBHEMAN, The Ven. Arohdeaoon. 

Four Sermons for the Season of Advent. Post 8vo., 9a. 
Sunday : A Poem. 4d. 

OAIiTON, The Bev. J. Ii. 

Notes of Lectures on the Book of Canticles or Song of Solomon, 
delivered in the Parish Church of S. Sidwell, Exeter. 6s. 

One Hilndred and Forty- two Lectures on the Book of Revelation. 
In Two Vols. 18s. 
GIjBT^EIIJDIj DAOBU. By the author of "The Sunbeam." 3s. 

GOD'S OHUBOH ON EABTH. Fcap. 8vo. 6d. 

GOP'WTN.— Handbook of Floral Decoration, asapplied to Churches. 
- By E. W. Godwin, F.S.A., Architect, is. 

GOING HOME. A Story. By F. O. W. 3rd ed. ]s. fid. doth. 

GOODBICH.— Claudia : the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. By 
A. M. Goodrich. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 38- 6d. 

GOODWIN.— A Short Account of the Art of Polychrome, His- 
torical and Practical. By T. Goodwin, B.A. is. 6d. 

GOODWIN.— Sermons on the Cretian Church, its Doctrine, and 
Religions Discipline, as set forth in the Epistle of S. Panl to Titus. 
By the Rev. J. Goodwin, B.D. 38. 6d. * 

GOITIjD.— The Path of the Just. Tales of Holy Men and Children. 
By S. Baring Gould, B.A. 2s. 

GBANDir ATHEB'S CHBISTMAS STOBT, The. WHh 
illustration and ornamental borders, 6d. 

GBANTHAM.— *< Name this Child }" or a Few Words to Parents 

and Sponsors concerning the Selection of Suitable and Correct 

Names for Children. By the Rev. G. P. Grantham. 6d. 
GBAY.— The Christian's Plain Guide. By the Rev. Walter A. Gray, 

M.A., Vicar of Arksey. 32mo., limp doth is.{ cloth bds. is. ad. 
GBEAT TBUTHS OF THE CHBISTIAN BEIiI- 

GION. Edited by the Rev. W. U. Richards. Second edition* 

3s. cloth ; or in five parts, wrappers, 2i. 6d. 
GBESIiET, The Ber. W. 

Practical Sermons. 78. 6d. 

Sermons preached at Brighton. 7s. 6d. 

Sophron and Neologas, or Common Sense Philosophy. 48. 

Treatise on the English Church: containing Remarks ou its His- 
tory, Theory, &c. is. 

The Ordinance of Confession. 0d. 

An Essay on Confession, Penance, and Absolution. By Mr. 
Roger Laurence, with a Preface by the Re v . W. Gresley. l s. 

The Present State of the Controversy with Rome. Three Ser, 
mons preached in S. Paul's, Brighton, li. 

The Prayer Book as it is. is. 
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OBESIiET, Tlie Rev. W. 

The Forest of Arden. a Tale of the English Reformation, is. j 
cheap edition, 2s. 

The Siegre of Lichfield, a Tale of the Great Rebellion. 4s. ; chei^? 
edition, is. 8d. 

Conistou Hall ; or, the Jacobites. A Tale of the Revolation of 

1688. 4s. 6d. 
Clement Walton; or, the English Citizen. 8s.6d.;cheapedit.,ls.8d. 

Charles Lever; the Man of the Nineteenth Century. 38. 6d.i 
cheap edition, is. 8d. 

Church Clavering; or, the Schoolmaster. 4s. ; cheap edition, 2s. 

Frank's First Trip to the Continent. 4s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 38. ' 

Bernard Leslie, a Tale of the T^mes. (1838.) 48. 

Bernard Leslie. Second Part, 48. 

Holiday Tales. 28., wrapper is. 6d. 

Portrait of an English Churchman. 8th edition, 2s. 6d. 

HACKET.— An Account of the Life and Death of the Right Rev. 
Father in God, John Hacket, late Lord Bishop of Lichfield and 
Coventry. Published by Thomas Plume, D.D., and edited with 
large additions and copious Notes, by Mackenzie £. C. Walcott, 
B.D. Pcap. 8vo., Ss. 6d. 

HAIjIjAM. — Monumental Memorials ; being Designs for Head- 
stones and Mural Monuments. By J. W. Hallam, Architect. 
Imp. 8VO. Parts I. and IL, 2s. 6d. each. 

HAMILTON.— Parochial Sermons. By the Rev. L. R. Hamilton. 
Fcap. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

HA'WKIjH.— Echoes from Old Cornwall. By the Rev. R. S. Haw- 
ker, M.A. 2s. 6d. 

HELMORE.— Church Choirs j containing Directions for the For- 
mation, Management, and Instruction of Cathedral, Collegiate, 
and Parochial Choirs; being the result of twenty-two years' 
experience in Choir Training. With an engraving showing the 
Ihrocessional Stones in the old Pavement of York Minster. By 
Frederick Helmore. Second edition, is. 

heijFS for confirmation and first com- 
munion. By Two Priests of the Church of England. 6d. 

HEYGATE, The Rev. W. E. 

The Manual : a Book of Devotion, chiefly Intended for the Poor. 

New and cheap Edition, with beautiful Engraving. Cloth, 

limp, Is.; boards, ls.3d.; leather, is. 4d.; cheap edition, 6d. 

A considerable reduction to the Clergy iu quantities. 
The Manual. Adapted for general use, 12mo., roan, Is. 6d. 
The Evening of Life ; or Meditations and Devotions for the Aged. 

Post 8vo., large type. 5s. 6d. 
Ember Hours. For the use of his younger brethren the Deacons 

and Priests of the Church of England. Fcp. 8vo.» Ss* - 
Catholic Antidotes. Post 8vo. 58. 6d. 
William Blake ; or, the English Farmer. Ss. 6d. 
Godfrey Davenant at School. 28. 

Godfrey Davenant at College. 28. "- 

Ellen Meyrick ; or. False Excuses. 4d. 
. . . Memoir of the Rev. John Auboae Cook, M.A., Vicar of So' 

Benfleet and Rural Dean, 12mo. doth, is. 
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HENRIETTA'S "WTSH. A Talc. Bytheaathorof^TheHelr 

of ReflctyflTe.** Fourth Kditlon. 6ji. 
HICKS.— Catechetical Lectures on the Incarnation. By the Rer. 

James Hicks. 3«. 
HICKS.—C^eiieral View of the Doctrine of Baptismal Regeneration. 

By the Rev. W. H. Hicks. Qd. 

HIEBUBOIA ANQLICANA; or Documents and Extracts 
Jliufttrativc of the Ritual of the Church of Kngland alter the Re- 
formation. 8vo., cloth, with lUastrstions, 138. 

HIGHER CIjAIMS ; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday School 
Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour, M.A. Is.; cloth, is. 6d. 

HIIiARY S. MAG-NA; or, the Nearest Duty first. A Tale. 

FcRp. 8vo., 48. 
HIIjIj.~Short Sermons on some leading Principles of Chrtotiaa 

Lire. By the Rev. H. Hill. 6s. 
HIIjIj.— Stories on the Commandments. The First Table : '* My dutj 

towards God.'* By the Kev. O. Hill. Is. cloth, or in a packet. 

HINTS ON EARLIT EDUCATION, addressed to Mothers. 
By a Mother. 9d> 

HOLDEN.— The Anglican Catechist. A Manual of Instruction 
Preparatory to Confirmation. By the Rev. Geori^e Holdcn. 3s. 

HOIjIT CHIIiD JESITS. Thonfrhts and Prayers on the Holy 
Infancy and Ciiililhood of our Blessed Lord and Saviour. Jksus 
CHkisT. With 8 Engravings. ls.6d. cloth} Is. wrapper } mor. 48. 

HOLY CHILDHOOD OF OUR BLESSED LORD. 

MeiiiUtions for a Muoth. By the Author of "Tales of Klrlc. 

beck." «d. 
HOLT EUCHARIST, The. A Manual containing: Directions 

and suitable Devotions for those who remain in Church but do 

not Communicate. By a Parish Priest. Od. 

HOOFER.— Prayers for Family Worhhip ; with a Dissertation on 
the Passover and the Divine Constitution of the Church. By the 
Kev. J. Hooper. 6s. The Prayers only. Is. 6d. in wrapper. 

HOPKINS.— Pietas Metrica. By the Rev.T. M. Hopkins. Ss. fid. 

HOPKINS.— The I^w of Ritualism, examined in its Relation to 
the Word of Gon.to the Primitive Church, to the Church of Bug*, 
land, and to the Protestant Episcopal Church in the United States. 
By the Rig-ht Rev. John Heuiy Htipkius, D.D., LL.D., Bishop of 
Vermont. Second Edition. 8s. A Reprint of the above, for dis- 
triliution. in fcap. 8vo., Is. 

HOP WOOD, The late Rer. H. 

Christ in His Church. Plain and Practical Sermons. Bs. fid. 
School Geoirrapliy. New edition. 88. ; cheap edition, is. 
Tlie Child 's Geography, being nn abridgment of the above. Is. 

HOROLOGY, or Dial of Prayer, foi th^ pocket, ts. 

HOUGHTON, The Rev. W. 

Ratiunaitsni iti the Church of England. An Essay, in Six Parts, 
(reprinted from the EceleaiaatiCt) revised and enlarged, witli 
an appendix ou ** Essays and Reviews.*' 8vo., Is. fld. 
Faollne Theologv. An Eiisay, reprinted (with Additions) from 
the Kceietiattte, 8vo., price is. 5d. 

^GUES.— Tracts for Parish Distribution. By the late Rer. 
.. J. R. Hughes. Six in a packet, 8d. 
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HUTCHINSON, T.— H*ly Thonphte and Mosinra In Forelini 

Lands. Edited by the Rev. T. Hutchinson. M.A. Oedicntcd bf 

permUsfnii to the BUhopof Oxford. Second Ediiion, with aix 

PhntMirraMhs. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. 

HYDE, T. J. 

The Catechism of the Chnreh of Eng^iand. with analjrais, notes, 
explanations, and illastrations from the Huly Scriptures, for 
the Q^e »f Ciiildren. 4d. 

Catechism of the Chnreh of England, with easy explanations. Id 

HTMN8 AND INTBOIT8, with some AnUiems, adapted to 

the Seasons of the Christian Year. Strong^ly bound in cloth, 

9d. t limp cloth, 6d. t roan, is. ad. 
When 100 and apward* are required for a Congrefation, special 
Title iMircfi will he nupplipd frre. 
HITMNS ON SCBIPTUBE CHABACTEBS for the 

YoiinK. Is. 

HYMNS OF THE HOLY FEAST. Square 24mo., on 

tmted paper, and rubricated, 8d. 
HYMNS FOR INFANT CHUiDREN. 32mo , id. Willi 

MUSIC, edited by the Kev. J. B. Dylces, M.A., Mas. Doc. is. 
INCABNATION, The. A Series of TracU on the oonaection of 

Church Principles with the Incarnation. 
No. 1. The Incarnation. 3d. 

No. i. 1'he Incarnation ; Christ and His Sacraments. 8d. 
INCARNATION, Catechism on the. Founded on Bishop Bull*i 

** State of Man before the Pall/* &c. Is. 
INNES.- Five Sermons preached in Advent and on the Festival of 

the Holy innocents, in the Parish Church of Downe, Kent. 

By the Rev. John I nnen. M.A is 6d. 
INTERMEDIATE STATE, The. A Poem dedicated (with 

permission from himself) to the late Author of the **Chriatiaii 

Year.'* Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 2s. fid. 
ION IjESTEB. a tale, by C. H. H. Fcp. 8vo., 4s. fid. 
IBONS, The Bev. VT. J. 

The Judgrments on Baptismal Regeneration! with Appendices, 
and a DiKcnnrse on Heresy. Ss. fid. 

On the Wliole Doctrine of Final Causes: a Dissertation, with a 
Chapter on Modern Deism. 7i. fid. 

On the Holy Catholic Church, as a Witness against Fidse Fhilo- 
sophit>iug. 4s. fid. 

Eocleslaatical Jurisdiction : being Four Lectures on the Synods 
The Diocese— The Harish—The Priest. 7s. fid. 

The Preaching of Christ. A Series of Sixty Sermons for the 
People. Jn a packet, 6s. Fine paper edition, 8s. fid., doth. 

The Miracles of Christ: being a Second Series of Sermons for 
the People. Second Edition. 8vo., doth, 8b. fid. 

The Christian Servant*^ Book of Devotion. Self. Examination, aod 

Advice. Sixth Eilttion. ISmo., cloth, is. 

IVO AND VERENA, or the Snowdrop; a Tale of the Early 

Christians. By the author of **Cottsin Rachd." 28. } stiiT cover 

Is. fid. 
IVON. By the Anthorof "Aunt Agnes,'* and **U he aever?" 

Fcap. 8vo. Ss. fid. 
JENICINS.— Synchronistical or Cotemporary Annals of the Kings 

and Propliets ot Israel nnd Judah. By W. J. Jeukius, M.A. As- 
JOHNS, The Rev. B. Q. 

The Collects and CatechitiinR thrnnghmit the year. Ss, 

Basy Dictation Lessons, original and selected, fid., cloth 8d. 
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JOHN8» O. A.~Ezamination Qaestlons on the Pentatencli. For 
the Use of Schools. By the Rev. C.A.Johns, B. A., F.L.S. is. 

JOHNSON.— Prayers and Meditations composed by Dr. Johnson. 
With a Preface by the Rev. W. Gresley, M.A. 18mo. cloth, as. 6d. 

Cibe Subtntit 3EngIt£;|)man^i^ library. 

The early Volumeewere Edited by the Rev. F, E* Paget; thelaier by 

the Rev, J, F. Ruaeell. 



Tales of the Village Children. By 

the ReT. F. £. Paget. First 

Series, 28. 
The Hope of the Katzekopfs: a 

Fairy Tale. By the Rev. F. E. 

Paget. 2s. 
Henri de Clermont, or the Royal- 
ists of La Vendue. By the Rev. 

Yf. Gresley. ss. 
Popular Tales from the German. 

IS. 6d. 
-Tales of the Tillage Children. By 

the Rev. F. £. Paget. Second 

Series, 2s. 
The Triamphs of the Cross. Tales 

of Christian Heroism. By the 

Rev. J. M. Neale. as. 
Early Friendship, or the Two 

Catechumens, is. 0d. 
The Swedish Brothers, is. 6d. 
The Charcoal Burners, is. 6d. 
-Godfrey Davenant; a Tale of 

School Life. By the Rev. W. 

E. Heygate. Ss. 
Godfrey Davenant at College. 
• By the Rev. W. E. Heygate. 

Ss. 



Luke Sharp, or Knowledge with- 
out Religion. By the Rev. F. E. 
Paget, as. 

The Triumphs of the Cross. Pt.II. 
Tales of Christian Endurance. 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 8s. 

School Geography, with a Chas- 
ter on the Ecclesiastical Geo- 
graphy of Great Britain. By 
the Rev. H. Hopwood. as. 

ColtonGreenj a Tale of the Black 
Country. By the Rev. W. 
Gresley. as. 

Poynings : a Tale of the Revoln- 
tion, 1688. 28. 

The Manger of the Holy Night, 
from the German. ByC.E.H., 
Morwenstow. as. 

Stories from Heathen Mythology. 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 

Stories from the Chroniclers. 
(Froissart.) By the Rev. H. P. 
Dunster. as. 

Lays of Faith and Loyalty j or 
Narratives in Verse, selected 
from History. By Archdeacon 
Churton. as. » 



Cheap Editions, tn enamel wrapper, is. each. 



Submtlt ^nqliA^msLtCi Hkiitoxictil Eibrar^. 

Edited by the Rev, J, T, Russell, B.C.L, 

English History for Children. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. as. 
History of Greece. Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale. 8s. 
History of Rome. By the Rev. Samuel Fox, M.A., F.S.A. 9b. 
History of Spain. By the Rev. Bennett O. Johns, as. 
History of Portugal. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. as. 
History of Ireland. Edited by the late Rev. T. K. Arnold. B.D. S9. 
History of Scotland. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, B.A. 3a« 
history of France. By the Rev. Canon Haskoll. as. 
Cheap Editions, in limp cloth, is. each. 

KAliSNBAB OF THS IMITATION : Sentences fbr every 
day in the year, from the Imitatio Christl. SSmo., cloth, is. 

KISMPIS.— The Soliloquy of the Soul, and the Garden of Roses. 
Translated from Thomas k Kempis. By the Rev, W. B. Flower. 
B.A. as, oa*t uiorocco antlqae, ys. 
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KEN, Bishop. 

Prayerg tor Morning and Evening. Ss. 6d. per 100. 

Practice of Divine Love. 28.; cheap edition, Qd. 

Preparatives for Death. 28. 
LAST SLEEP OF THE CHKISTIAN CHILD. A 

poem, companion to the *' Daily Life.*' 6(1. ; or on a sheet. Id. 
LAURENCE.— The Chorchman's Assistant at Holy Communion i 

being so much of the Order of Administration as is engaged with 

the actual celebration of that Sacrament. With Additions and 

Directions for the use of Coromunicauts. By the Rev. Robert F. 

Laurence, M.A. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
LAITINQ ON OF HANDS : A Manual for Confirmation } with 

Helps preparatoryto receivingthat Holy Ordinance. 4d., cloth 6(L 
LEA, A^iUiam, M.A. 

Catechisings on the Prayer Book. New edition, l8mo. cloth. Is. 

Sermons on the Prayer Book, preached at Rome. Fcap. 8vo., 2s. 

LECTXTRES. ON THE HISTOBT OF ENGLAND. 

By a Lady. Edited by the late Rev. Charles Marriott^ B.D., Fellow 

of Oriel College, Oxford. Vols, l and a, price 7b. 6d. each. 
LEE, The Bev. F. O. 

Death, Judgment, Hell, Heaven. Four Advent Sermons. 8vo. 28. 

The Message of Reconciliation. Four Advent Sermons. Bvo. 2a. 

Miscellaneous Sermons, by Clergymen of the Church of England. 
Edited by the Rev. Frederick G. Lee, F.S.A. 58. 
IiEOENDA DOMESTICA: Lessons for the Sundays, Holy.; 

days, and Week-days, throughout the Year. Selected for the 

Offices of Family Devotion, and arranged according to the Ka- 

lendar of the Church of England, is. 
LESSONS FOB LITTLE CHILDBEN ON THE 

SEASONS OF THE CHURCH. By C. A. R. is. 
IiESSONS FOR EVERY DAY IN THE 'WEEK, with 

Hymns and Music. By the Author of "Conversations with 

Cousin Rachel." 3d. Companion to the Lessons, for the 

use of the Teacher, is. 3d. 
LESSONS IN GRAMMAR FOR A CHILD. Large 

type, price 4d. 
IiE SSO NS ON THE CREED. What we are to believe. Is^ 6d. 
IjBVETT.— Gentle Influence; or. The Cousin's Visit. By P. M. 

Levett. Third Edition, is. 
LITANY OF OUR LORD. 28. 6d. ner 100. 
LITANY OF THE NAME OF JTBSUS. 82mo.. id. 
LITANY, The. Handsomely printed in red and black. For the 

Faldstool. Royal 4to., morocco, 21 s. and 258. 
LITTLE ALICE AND HER SISTER. Edited by the Rev. 

W.Gresley. 2s^ 
LITTLE ANNIE ; or, Michaelmas Day. By the Author of 

*' The Grandfather's Christmas Tale.*' 6d. 

LITURGIES. 

The Liturgy of S. John-Chrysostom. Translated from the Greek 

according to the Euchologion, and compared with the Slavonic. 

Cloth, 2s. 
The Liturgy of S. John Chrysostom in Greek and English. 3s. 0d. 
The Scottish Communion Office in Greek. Edited by the Bishop 

of Brechin, samo. 2s. 
The Liturgies of 1549 and 1662. Edited hy the Rev. Orby Shipley, 

M.A. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
The Liturgy of King Edward VI., A.n. 1549. 2d. 
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LITTJBGY FOB VIIiLA-GB SOHOOIiS. Cloth «d. 
IiIVES OF ENGLISHMEN IN PAST DATS. Four 
SrrieM in I Vol. cinth >rilt. 28 M. 

First Serien. containiuc Herbert, Donne, Ken. Sanderson. M. 
Becund Series, Kettlewell, liamrooad, Wilson, Mompesson, Bold, 

Jolly. 6d. ^ ,„ 

Third Series. Walton, Wotton, Fanshawe, Earl of Derby, CoUinr- 

w(K>d, Raffles, Exmouth. lOd. 
Fourth Series, Alfred the Great, Sir T. More, John Evelyn. Is. 

IiOBAINE.— Lays of Israel. By AmeUa M. Loraine. Ss. dd. 

cluth, 4s. morocco. 
I«0"W.— The Translation of the Holy Scriptures, a Lecture delivered 

to the workmen of the London Lead Company, in the Company's 

School-room. Middleton in Teesdale. By John Low Low, M.A. 

Fcap. 8vo.,8d. 
IiO"WDEB.— The Penitent's Path; compiled from Holy Scriptnra 

and the Book of Common Prayer. By the Rev. C. P. Lowder. 6d. 
LUCY AND CHBISTIAN WAIN"WBIGHT. and other 

Tales. By the author of '* I lie Wynnes," &c. Fcp. 8vo., 8s. 6d« 
IiYBA S ANOTOBITM ; Lays for the Minor Festivals. Edited 

by the Kev. W. J. Deane. Ss. 6d. 
MACAUIiAY.— A Day In Nismcs. By B. E. Macanlay. 28. «d. 

MAIiAN, The Ber. 8. C. 

The Go«pel according to S. John, translated flrom the Eleven 
OldCMt Versions, except the Latin, and Compared with the 
English Bible; with Notes on every one of the AlterMtlous 
proposed by the Five Clergymen in tlieir Revised Version 
of this Gosr>el. Demy 4to., jCI . 

Philosophy or Truth ? Remarks on the First Five Lectures of the 
Dean of Westminster on the Jewish Church, with other Plain 
Words on Questionn of the Day, regarding Faith, the Bible, 
and the Church. 8vo. 12s. 

Meditattuns on our Loki»*s Passion. Translated from the Arme- 
nian of Matthew, Vartabcd. 2s. 6d. 

The Pocket Book of Daily Prayers. Translated from Eastern 
Orifiriuals. Suited for the Waistcoat Pocket. Paper, 6a, % 
cloth. Qd.) morocco, is. 3d. 

Prayers and I'hanksgivings for the Holy Communion, chiefly for 
the use of tiie Cleriry. Translated from Coptic. Armenian, 
and other Eastern Rituals, is. (id.; calf, 3s. 

Preparation for Holy Communion of the Body and Blood of 
Christ, with Prnyers and Thanksgivings for the same; chiefly 
for the use of tiie Laity. Gttliered and translated from Arme- 
nian and other Eastern Originals, is. 6d. cloth. Ss. calf. 

Bethany, a Pilgrimage; and Magdala, a Day by the Sea of Galilee. 
IK. tfd. 

The Coasts of Tyre and Sidon. A Narrative, is. 

Letters to a Young Missionary. Is. fid. 

Plain Exposition uf the Apostles' Creed, in Question and Answer. 
Is. fid. 

Meditations for every Wednesday and Friday In Lent, on a Prayer 
of 8. Ephraero. Translated from the Russian. 3s. fid. 

Companion lor Lent. Being an Exhortation tn Repentance, from 
the Syriac of S. Bphraem ; and Thoughts for every Day in Len^ 
gathered from other Eastern Fathers and Divines, is. Sd. 
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MAG GBEOOB, Cecilia. 

Def pdciie M iiister ; or. Shadows and Sanshine. Fcp. 8vo., 9s. Od. 
Somerford Piiury. Crown 8vu., 4s. <td. 

MAONAY, The Rev. O. 

Sennons, Pructical and Sug^gesttve. Gs. 
Poems. New Kditloii, with Additions. 3S. 0d. 

MAIDEN AUNT'S TAIiES, The. By the Aathor ot» The Use 
of Sunshine.*' **Niua,*' &c. Ss. 6d. 

MANN.-'From the Cradle to the Grave i or, the Footsteps of the 
Church. By W. P. Mann. ISmn., ss. 

MANUAL FOB COMMUNICANTS: beingr an Assistant 
to a Devout and Worthy Reception of the Lord's Supper. 
Morocco, Is. 6d. ; roan. Is. ; paper cover, 6d. Tn lar4'e type, 6d. i 
aiso a cheap edition for placing in Prayer Books. Sd. 

MANUAIi FOB MOUBNEBS, with Devotions, Directions, 
and Forms of Self- Examination. Fcp. 8vo.,4ii.6d.; limpcl.,2s.6d. 

MANUAIi of MOBNING and EVENING FBA7EB 

for a Christian Servant. 8d. 
MABT MANSFIELD ; or, the Life and Trials of a Country 

Giri. 6d. 
MASON. — Canon Chant Mannal; being thesolemnand enpbonioas 

mode of Chanting, as in ulden times. By William Mason. Od. 

MASON.— The Old Library and its Tales. By £. Mason. Ss. 6d. 

MASTEBS'S LIST OF CHUBCHES in which the DaUy 
Prayers are said. Sd. Published at intervals. 

MAUN SELL.— Church Bells and Ringing. By the late W. T. 
Mannseil, M.A., Clirist Church, Oxford, is. 

MEDIEVAL ALPHABETS, Book of. Oblong 4to., 8s. 

MEETINGINTHE WILDEBNESS,The; an Imagination. 
By the author of ** The Divine Master.*' 8s. boards } is. wrapper. 

MEMOIBS OF AN ABM-OHAIB, The. Written by 
himself. Edited by the author of "Margaret Stourton,** **The 
Missing Sovereign,** Ike. Ilimo., as. 

MEMOBIAL OF M. E. D. AND G. E. D. Brief notes of a 
Christian life and very holy death. By T. B. P. 6d. 

MEMOBIAL OF ELIZABETH A 0d. 

MEBCT DCWNEB ; or. Church and Chapel, lamo., cloth, is. 

A METHOD OF ASSISTING THE SICK. Translated 

from the Ijirin. (A. P. P )■ S2mo. rubricated, 8d. 
MIOHELL, The Bev. W, 

Our Title to Sonship, and other Sermons preached in All Saints' 

Chapel, Guernsey, lamo. Ss. 6d. 
The Churches of Asia as Types of Individual Character. Fcap. 
Svn.. cloth extra. 5fl. 
MILL, The late Bev. "W, H. 

Sermons on Che Nature of Christianity. Price Ss. Od*. 
Sermons preached before the University of Cambridge, on the 
5th of November and the following Sundays, ss. fid. 

PB. MILL'S FOBTB AIT. Proofs before letters, las. Proofs, 
7S. fid. Prints, 5s. 

MILLEB.-~Wor8hipp{ng Gon in the Beauty of Holiness. By the 
Rev. £. Miller, M.A. 4d. 
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2£IIiIjI1<*S JOIJIlII'AIi ; or, the Emiffrant's Letters. Edited by 

the aathor of ** Amjr^s Trials." Dedicated by permission to the 

Rev. H. Caswall, D.D. 6d. 
MUjliAX, The Bight Bev. B., Bishop of Calcutta. 

The Love of the Atonement; a Devotional Exposition of the 
63rd chapter of Isaiah. 2nd edit. Fcap. 8vo cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Convalescence. Thoughts for those who are recovering: from Sick- 
ness. Fcap. 8vo., 18. 6d. 

The Voices of Harvest. 8d.; cloth. Is. 

The Way throucrh the Desert ; or, The Caravan. 6d.| la. clofh. 

The Mystery of Markinfr: a Parable for School Girls. 6d.,cl. lOd. 

Meditations on Confirmation. 3d. 

MINI8TBATION OP PUBIilO BAPTISM OP IN"- 
PANT8(to be used in Church, in combination with the Mi- 
nistration of Reception to be used in the Church after the Private 
Baptism of Infants. Printed uniformly with the Reprint of the 
Sealed Copy of the Prayer Book. 6d. 

aillQ'NIE'S BIBTHDAIT, and other Tales for ChUdren. By 

Marietta. Edited, and with Four Illustrations, by Cuthbert 

Bede^ 28., cloth. 

IOTCHBIjIj.— Hatherleigh Cross. A Tale. By Mrs. F. J. Mitchell. 

l8mo., cloth, is. 
MOITBO. The Bev. E. 

Tales for the Million. 12mo., complete, cloth, 28. 
Dick, the Haymaker, 4d. 

Walter, the Convict, 4d. 

Edward Morris. A Tale of Cottage Life. Sd. 

The Tale of a Cotton Gown. Manchester Life. id. 

Joey i or, the Tale of an Old Coat. 6d. 

Practical Sermons on Old Testament Characters. Vols. I. II. and 
III., cloth, 6s. 6d. each. 

Sacred Allegories. 

The Dark River. 28. Cheap edition, is. 

The Vast Army. 2s. Cheap edition, la. 

The Combatants. 28. Cheap edition, 18. 

The Revellers.— Midnight Sea.— The Wanderer. Ss. Cheap 

edition, is. 
The Journey Home. 2s. Cheap edition. Is. 

The Dark Mountains, a Sequel to the Joamey Home. 3s. 
Cheap edition. Is. 
The above in one vol. bound, price 7b, 6d. cloth j ISa. morocco. 

Or in 2 vols, cloth, each, 4b. 
Leila. A Tale in Verse, is. 
Eustace; or, the Lost Inheritance. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 
Claudian, a Tale of the Second Century. Part I., 88., el. 
The Footprints in the Snow. A Tale. Price is. 
Leonard and Dennis ; or, the Soldier's Life. A Tale of the Rus- 
sian War. Price 7s. 0d. 

Harry and Archie; or, First and Last Commanton. Part I. <M. 

Part II. Od.; together. Is. cloth. 
Harry and Archie, with Sequel, in 1 Vol. cloth, la. (Jd, 
Nanny : a Sequel to " Harry and Archie." Od. j cloth, la. 
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MONBO. The Hev. E. 

Parocfainl Papers, in limp cloth. 

Readings and Reflectious for Holy Week. lOd. 

Flan of Preparation for Confirmation, for the use of the 

Clergy. 6d. 
Manuals and Prayers for Confirmation and First Communion. 

Price 4d. 
School Prayers for each day in the Week. 6d. 
School Prayers for the Ecclesiastical Year. is. 
The Sfhoolmaster's Day, with Hints for Lectures. 8d. 

The above bound In one vol. cloth, price 48. 
Readings and Lessons for the Sick Room. 8d. 
True Stories of Cottagers. iSmo. cloth, or in a packet, 28. 
Basil, the Schoolboy ; or, the Heir of Arundel. A Story of School 

Life. 2nd edit. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Walter, the Schoolmaster ; or. Studies of Character In a Boys' 

School. 2nd edit. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 28. fid. 
Midsnmmer Eve. Od., cloth Is. 
Pascal the Pilgrim. A Tale for young Communicants. 1 s. ; cloth, 

is. Od. 
Parochial Lectures on English Poetry and other subjects. l2mo. 
cloth, 3s. fid. 
SdLONSEIjIj. — Prayers and Litanies, taken from Holy Scripture} 
together with a Calendar and table of Lessons. Arranged by the 
Rev. J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 
MOOBE.— Easy Readings from the History of England. For the 
use of Little Children. By Mary £. C. Moore. Edited by the 
Rev. M. W. Mayow, M.A., l6mo., 2s. fid. 
MOBGAN, The Bev. A. M. 

Gifts and Light. Church Verses. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

Ascension and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. fid. 

The Church in Babylon and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

MOBNING AND EVENING EXEBGISES for Begin. 

ners. By a Clergyman. 2d., or 14s. per 100. 
JCOBNING AND EVENING PBAYEE. On a card. 

MOBNING AND EVENING FBA7EB, with Directions. 
By F. H. M. 3d. 

MOBNING AND EVENING PBAYEBS for a House- 
hold, fid. 

MOBSMAN, The Bev. T. "W. 

A Glossary of the Principal Words used in a Figurative, Typical, or 
Mystical sense in the Holy Scriptures ; with their Signification, 
gathered from the Sacred Writers themselves, or from the 
Works of the Ancient Fathers. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, is, 8d. 

Sermons. I2mc., cloth &s. 
aCOUIiTBIE, The Bev. G. 

Hymns and Lyrics, for the Seasons and Saints* Days of the Church. 
Fcap. Svo., 6s. 

The Primer set forth at large for the use of the Faithful in Family 
and Private Prayer, in the Reign of Queen Elizabeth. Edited 
firom the Post- Reformation Edition by the Rev. G. Moultrie. 
8s., doth. 

Offices for Holy Week and Easter, after the Primer Use, together 
with the Meditations on the Life and Passion of our Lor 
Edited by the Rev. G. Moultrie, M.A. l8mo. 38. 

The Martyrdom of S. Polycarp. Svo., is. 
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MOUNTAIN, The Kev. J. H. B. 

Sermon 8 for the Stasoiis, and on other occasions. Demj Sto.* 

/B.tfd. 
A Tract on Preparation for Death. Bf Desiderius Erasmaa, of 

Rotterdam. Tranidated from the Latin bv the Rev. J II. B. 

MountK'ii, D.D. Dedicated by permission to the Archbishop 

of Canterbury. Fcap. 8vo., in large type. ss. 

MUKBAY.— A Catena of Authorities with reirard to the Altar and 
EucbHristic Sacrifice. By the Rev. F. H. Murray, M.A. Is. Od. 

ISY DUTY AT THS TIMB OF CONJPINEMSNT. 
On a thin card, 2s. 6d. per 100. 

ICY BIBTHDAY EVB. A Waking Dream. 28. 

KEAIjE, The Rev. J. M. 

UUtory of the Holy Eastern Church. — General Introdoctlon. 

Two vols., i£'2. 
Appendix to the Introduction to the History of the Holy Eastern 

Church; containinfc a List of the Sees. Is. 
The Hitttory of the Patriarchate of Alexandria. Two vols., S48. 

Readings for the Aged. 48. 6d. New edition, with additions. 

Readings for the Aged. Second series, being on the Lesser 
Hulydays in the English Katendar. With an Enmravingof 
the Interior olthe Chapel of Sackville College, East Grinsted. 
Price As. 

Readings for the Aged. Third Series. 4s. 6d. 

Keadinies for the Aged. Fourth Seric-s. 5s. 0d. 

Ecclesiulogical Notes on the isle of Man: a Summer PUgri* 
mage. 3s. 6d. 

Volce« from the East. Docoments on the Present State and 
Working of tl»e Oriental Church. Translated from the Ori- 
ginal Rum, Slavonic, and French, with Notes. 6s. 

A Commentary on the Psalms, from the Primitive and Medlseval 
Writers ; and from the various Office- Books and Hymns of the 
Roman, Mozarabic, Ambrosian, Gallican, Greek, Coptic, 
Armenian, and Syriae Rites. Post 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. Vol. i. 

Hierologus{ or the Church Tourists. In Two parts, Ss. 4d. 

Medieval Hymns, Sequences, and other Poents, translated bj 

the Rev. J. M. Neale. Second Edition. Ss. 
Hymiib for the Sick: for the hours, days of the week, &c. 6d., 

cloth is. 
Hymns for Children. First, Second, and Third Series. Sd. each. 

Complete in cloth, is. 
SoiigH and Ballads for Manufacturers. Sd. 
Stories of the Crusades. Ss. 
Duchenier, or the Revolt of La Vend^. Ss. 8d. 
The Unseen World) Communications with it, real or Imaginary. 

New edition, with considerable additions. 9s. M. Cheap 

Edition, Is. 6d. 
The<Klora Phranxa ; or the Fail of Constantinople. Fcap. tvo., 68. 

The PollowentoftheL.oaji; Stories from Church History. Price Sa. 

' I^nt Legends. Stories for Children from Church History. ls.6d. 
BveiiiiiKb at Sackville College. IHino., chiUi Ss. 
The Eiryptian Wanderers. A Tale^of the Tenth Peraecatlon. 

lumo. tf». 6d. 
Sunday Atteruouns at an Orphanage. 28. 
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ITBAIiS, The Bev. J. M. 

A Ciimmenrary nn the Hymnal Noted, from Ancient Sources. 6d. 
TaleA llliiiitrative of the Apostles* Creed. Ss. Od. 
The BIhie and the Bible only the Keligrion of Protestanti. A 
Lecture. 4d. 

mSjIiSON on the CommonioD } containlngr Devotions for the Altar. 

^3R. ftd. 

inSVSSB TOO IjATB to mend : or. the Two Foitane 
Tellers. By the author of *« Willie Grant.'* Od. 

NEVINS.— The Bcriptnral Doctrine of the aoly Communion. Bj 
tho Kcv. W. Kevins. Sd. 

NS'WTiAND, The late Bev. H. 

Confirmation and FirMt Communion. A Series of Essays, Lectures, 

Sermons, Conversations, and Heads of Catechising, relative 

to the preparation of Catechumens. Third edition. Post 

8vn., 7**. fid. cloth. 

TractK printed from the above for distribution to Catechumens, in 

n packet, is. 4d. 

Three Lectures on Tnictarianism, delivered in the Town Hall, 

Briifhtnn, with Preface. New Edition. Is.; cloth. Is. fid. 
Postils: short Sermons nn the Parables, &c.. adapted from 

the Fathers. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3S. 
A Memoir of the late Rev. Henry Newland, Vicar of S. Mary 
Church, Devon. By the Rev. R. N. Sliutle. With Portrait. 6s. 

NOBTH^'ODE PBIOB7. A Tale in Two Vols. By the 
Author of " liverley *' los. fid. 

XTOTICB OF BAPTISM. Form for Siting up with Sponsors, 
Ike. On a thin card, 2s. fid. per 100. 

ZTUGEB, The Bev. G. 

The Words from the Cross as applied to onr own Deathbeds. A 
Series of Lent Lectures. Second edition. Fcap. 8vo., m. fid. 
The Holy Women of the Gospel. Second Series of Lent Lectures 
delivered at S. Paul's, Knightsbrids^. 2S. Od. 

OQUjVir.— The Nun of EnzidOsterle. A Tale. In Six Sonirs. 
B> Mrs. T. Offilvy, (n^e ilosanquct,} Author of ** Hymns for 
Children of the church of England,** "Christian Lyrics,** and 
'* The History of our Blessed Loan in Verse.'* 8vo., 3s. Od. 

OIiD COUBT HOUSE, The. A Tale. is. 

ONE STOBY BY TWO AUTHOBS ; or, a Tale without a 
Moral. By J. I., Author of "A Rhymnigr Chionicle}'* and 
F. M. L., Author of" Gntle Influence,** &c. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. Od. 

OBDEB FOB MOBNINO AND EVENING FBAYEB 
SIMPLY EXFIiAINED. Edited b> a Clergyman, la. 

By the same Author, 
The Litnny Simply Explained. Beini; a Sequel to the Explanation 
of tho Order for Morning: and E venini; Prayer. Fcap. 8vo., Qd. 

OBDEB FOB PBIME. Prayers for Early Mom. Price 4d. 

OBDEB FOB COMPLINE ; or Prayers before Bed-time. 4d. 

OBDEB FOB SEXTS AND NONES. Prayers for 12 and 

» o'clock. Id. 
OBGANS (A short account oO built In Engrland flrom the Rel^n *** 

CiisrleM the First to the prcKcnt time. Witli designs by the ' 

A. W. Puipiu, J£sq. Fcap. 8vo. fis. 
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OIUjIjB AH.— Christmas Eve and other Poems. By Mrs. Cathbert 
Orlebar. Is. 

OTJB NEW LIFE IN OHBIST. Edited by a Parish Priest, 
C. L. C. Second edition. 18mo., cloth, is. 

OTJB. SOIjAH SYSTEM: expanded from Notes of a Lecture 
delivered by a Country Curate. 6d. 

OWEN.— An Introduction to the Stody of Dogmatic Theology. 
By the Rev. Robert Owen, B.D. Demy 8vo., price 128. 

PAGET, Tlie Bev. P. E. 

Sermons on the Duties of Daily Life. 6s. 6d. 

Sermons on the Saints* Days and Festivals. 5S. 

Sermons for Special Occasions. Containing twenty.one Sermons 
for Consecration of Churches, Churchyards, Restoration, An« 
niversary. Foundation Stone, New School, School Feast, Con- 
firmation, Ordination, Visitation, Church and Educational 
Societies, Choirs, Wakes, Festivals, Clubs, and Assizes. P<xjL 
8vo. 6s. 

The Christian's Day. Royal 32mo., Elzevir type, 2s. 6d. cloth; 
5s. morocco, 6s. 6d. antique calf. 

Sorsum Corda: Aids to Private Devotion. Collected from the 
Writings of English Churchmen. Compiled by the Rev. F. E. 
Paget. A Companion to '*The Christian's Day." 3s. 6d. 
cloth ; limp calf or mor. 6s. 6d. 

Prayers for Labouring Lads. l^d. 

Prayers for Young Women who have been taught in Churdi 

Schools, l^d. 
Prayers on behalf of the Church and her Children in Times of 

Trouble. Compiled by the Rev. F. E. Paget. Is. 

Tract upon Tombstones ; or Suggestions for Persons intending 
to set up Monuments. With Engravings. Is. 

Memoranda Parochialia, or the Parish Priest's Pocket Book. 

88. 6d., double size 6s. 
Milford Malvoisin i or. Pews and Pewholdors. 2a. 

S. Antholin's; or. Old Churches and New. New edit.. Is. 

The Owlet of Owlstone Edge : his Travels, his Experience, and 
his Lucubrations. Fcap. 8to., with a beautiful Steel Engrav- 
ing. Third edition. 3s. 6d. 

Lucretia; or, the Heroine of the Nineteenth Century. A Corres- 
pondence, Sensational and Sentimental. Crown 6vo., cloth 58. 

The Curate of Cumberworth and the Vicar of Roost. 48. dd. 
Cheap edition, 2s. 6d. 

The Warden of Berkingholt. 58. Cheap edition, 2s. 8d. 

Tales of the Village, a new edition, in one vol., 5s. 6d. 

How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. On a card. Id., or 

78. per 100. 
A Few Prayers and a Pew Words about Prayer. 2d. 

How to be Useful and Happy. 2d. 

AIjMEB. — Dissertations on some subjects relating to the " Or- 
thodox" Communion. By the Rev. W. Palmer, M.A. lOs. Od. 

ABADISE KEPT : or. Sorrow tiimed into Joy. 48. 
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PARISH TAIiBS. Reprinted from the " Tales of « Laiukm 
Parish.*' In a packet, price is. 6d. 

FABISH AND THE PKIBST, The. Colloquies on the 
Pastoral Care, and Parochial Institutions, of a Country Villagre. 
Reprinted from the " Churchman's Companion.'* Fcp. 8vo. 4s« 

iPABSONS.~Life.at.Sa8e Incumbents. Three Slietches. By Mark 
Parsons. 4n. 

PATH OF XiIFE, The. By the author of the "Seven Corporal 
WorlcB of Mercy." 6d. 

FATH'WAir OF FAITH, The, or a Manual of Instructions 
and Prayers. For the use of those who desire to serve Goo in the 
station of life in which He has placed them. is. limp cloth; 
is. 3d. cloth, red edg-es } is. 4d. roan j 28. 6d. calf. Cheap edit., 6d. 

PATBIOK, Bp.->The Parable of the PUgrrim. By Bishop Patrick. 

New Rdition, Is. 
FEABSON.— Stories on the Eight Beatitudes. BytheRev. G.F. 

Pearson, is. cloth, or in a packet. 

FEABSON.— Stories of Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home Tales. 
By the Rev. H. D. Pearson. Containing: Little Ruth Gray» Holy 
Stone, Hugh, Old Oliver Dale. Price Is. i separately, 4d. each. 

PEOPIjE'S HYMN All, The, containing 600 Hymns, Carols, 
and Metrical Litanies. Cloth boards, 29. 6d. Cheap edition, 
wrapper, 6d. ; limp cloth, 8d. ; cloth boards, red edges, is. j roan, 
red edges, is. 6d. 

FEBBY, The Bev. T. *W. 

Some Analogies between the Human and the Mystical Body, 
applied to Difficulties and Duties in the Church. Part I., 
DifQculties in the Church. Is. 6d. 

Some Historical Considerations relating to the Declaration on 
Kneeling, appended to the Communion Office of the English 
Book of Common Prayer : a Letter addressed privately in 1 868, 
to the Right Rev. Charles H. Terrot, D.D., Bishop of Edin- 
burgh and then Primus. Pp. 473, price 12s. 

Directorium Scotlcauum et Anglicanum. Directions for Cele- 
brating the Holy Communion. Edited by the Rev. T. W* 
Perry. 12mo.,3s. fid. 

A Manual of Daily Prayers for Persons who are much hindered 
by the Duties of their calling. 4d. 

PHIPFS.— Catechism on the Holy Scriptures. By the Rev. J. B. 
Phipps. 18mo. 18. 

PIOUS CHT7BCHMAN'. The : a Manual of Devotion and 
Spiritual Instruction. Is. od.; roan, 2s. 6d. 

FIjENDEBLE ATH.— The Parish Priest's Visiting list, with a 

Few Remarks on Parochial Visitation. By the Rev. W. C. PleiT- 

derleath. M.A. Is. 6d. 
FIiEA FOB INDUSTBIAL SCHOOLS, with a Short 
.' ' Sketch of the Progress of the National and Industrial Schools 

of Finchley. By one of the Editors of "the Finchley Manuals.*' 

Fcap. 8V0., 3s. (id. 
POCKET M /LNUAIi OF PBAYEBS. Fourth edition, with 

considerable additions, 6d. Cloth, with the Collects, Is.) calf, 

or mor. 2». 6d. 
POIiA3!7D.^Eamest Exhortations on Practical Subjects. By the 

Rev. Frederick William Poland, M.A. iSmo., 38. 6d. 
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POItBHAMPTON.— Steps »n the Christian's TJfe cm Earth, 
Jllnstratcd by 8««nc of the OccasWmal Service* of the Church of 
England. Six Lecture Sermons. By the Rev. T. S. Polrhampton, 
M.A. Fcap. 8VO., 18. Od. 

FOIjTj ABD.— Avice » or, a Pajfe from the History of Imperial 
Rome. By E. P. Pollard. Pcap. 8vo., 8s. dd. 

FOOI»l!. A.— An Authentic Statement and Report of the Case of 
the Rev. Alfrel Poole, M.A:, hefore the Bishop of London^he 
Archbishop of Canterbury, and the Judicial Committee of the Privy 
Council, In 1858, 1869, I860, and lb6l. Royal 8vo., 7«- 6d. 

POOI*B, The Bev. G. A. 

Twelve Sermons on the Holy Communion. 12mo. 48. 6d. 
Churches of Scarborouiirh and the Neighbourhood. By the Rer. 

G . A. Poole, and John West H ugall, Architect. Cloth, 38. Od., 

paper 9s. 6d. 
Churches, their Structure, Arrangement, Ornaments, &c. 18. Cd., 

cloth 88. 6d. 
History of Enirland. From the First Invasion to Queen Victoria, 

New edition. Post »vo., cloth, "s. 6d. 

POOB CHITBCHMAN'S PBTBND, The. A Series of 
Tracts lor the Instruction of the Poor Mao in Church Matters. 
Bound together, gd. 

POPOFP, BASIIi. . , , 

The History of the Council of Florence. Translated from th« 
RuHbiau by Basil Popoff. Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale, 
B.D. 58. 
The Oriirin and Composition of the Roman Catholic Liturgy, and 
its d'fiference from that of the Orthortox Church. By Ivan 
Borovnitsky. Tliird Edition. KlefT, Univerhlty Press 1857. 
Translated by Ba«il PopofT, Student of the Ecclesiastical Aca- 
demy of S Pctcrubnrgh. Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale* 
D.D., Warden of Sackville College, East Grinsted. Ss. 

POTT, The Bev. A. ^ . ^^ 

Contirmaticn Uctures delivered to a Village Congregation in the 

Diocese of Oxford. 3rd edition, 28. 
Village Lectures on the Sacraments and Occasional Services of the 

Church. Price 28. 

PEAOTIOB OF THE PBESENCB OF GOD THB 
BEST BTJI*E OF A HOI*Y LIFE, being Conversations 
and Letters of Brother Lawrence. 2nd Edition. Royal 32mo. 4a. 

PBATT.— Letters on the Scandinavian Churches, their Doctrine, 
worship, and Polity. By the Rev. John b. Pratt, LL.D. Fcap. 
8vo., 38. 6d. 

PBAYEBS AND MAXIMS. In large tjpe, as. ; large paper, 
3s. roan. 

PBATERS FOB CHOIBS IN THE VESTBY BB- 
FOBE AND AFTEB 8EBVICE. Mounted, in folding 
roan case, Ss. \ morocco ditto, 78. 6d. 

PBAYEBS FOB THE SEVEN CANONICAIi HOUBB 
together with Devutious, Acts of Contritiun, Faith, Hope, and 
Love, ssmo., cloth, is. 
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^racttral Cbrt^ttan'tf librarp. 

Brechin*s (Bishop of) Commentary on the Seven Penitential Paalmt. 

gd. and I a. cloth t la. 0d. bound. 
The Art of Contentment. 1«. Ad. 

Cof»tn*n (Bp.) Collection of Private Dryotions. Is. t mor. 38. dd. 
FaUow*8 Selection of H y mns. i s. With those for Private Uae, la. 0d. 
Gerhard*! Fourteen Meditations. 6d. 
Ken*8 (Kishop) Practice of Divine Love. 9d. 
Kettlewell's Companion ftir the Penitent. 8d. 
The Young: Churchman's Manual. Second Edition. 6d. 
Nel8on*8 Guide to the Holy Commnnitin. 8d. 
Patrick's ^Bishop) Parable of the Pilmim. Is. 
Sanderson's (Bi«hop) Christian Man a Contented Man. 9d. 
Scuaamore's Steps to the Altar. Cloth, is. { man, 28. i calf, Ss. i 

morocco, 38. 6d. ; cheap edition. 6d. cloth ; roan is. 
SacklinK*H Manual for Confirmation and First Communion. 6d. 
Taylor's ( Bishop) Life and Death ot our Loan. Is. fid. 
Taylor's (Bishop) Death, Judgment, Heaven, and Hell. 8d. 

]9raper£(. 

Prayers for a Husband and Wife. sd. Ditto 8d. 
Players for a Sick Room. Ss. fid. per hundred. 
Prayers for Diflferent Hours of the Day. Ss. fid. per hundred. 
PrayerM and Directions for'Morninf^ and Evening^. By F. H. M. Sd* 
Prayers for the use of Parochial Schools. By F. H. M. fid. 
Prayers and Rules for the Orderinic and Use of a Church Guild. 18. 
Prayers and Self- Examination for Children, id. 
Prayers for Mornings and Evening for Children of the Church of Eng- 
land. With an enfrravinir of the Crucifixion. On card. 3d. 
Private Devotions as enjoined by the Hol> EaMtern Church (or th0 ut^ 

of her Members. Translated from the origrinal. is. 
Private Devotion, a Short Form for the Uhc of Children. Id. 
Profrressive Prayers and Directions. Bound, 2d. ) in sets of foor, 94tl. 
Simple Prayers tor Villagre Schools, id. 

Simple Prayers for Morninp and Evening for Working Boys. 5s per 100. 
Prayers lor Little Children and Young Persons, fid., cloth 8d. 
Prayers for Working Men. By the Rev. W. J. Butler. 2d. 
Daily Prayers for Labouring Lads. By the Rev. F. E. Paget, l^d. 
Daily Prayers for Young Women who have been taught in Church 

Schools. By the Rev. F. E. Paget. Ud. 
The Sum of the Catholic Faith. From Bishop Cosin's Devotions. 2d, 
A Manual of Daily Prayers for Persons who are much hindered hj 

the Duties of their calling. 4d. 
The Hoars of our Loan's Passion : being Short Prayers for the Sick, 

chiefly for the use of those engaged in nursing, either for them* 

selves or their patients. Sd. 
Short Prayers compiled for the Use of Penitents. 4d. 
Meditations suitable for Lent and other Seasons of Penitence. Edited 

by the Rev John Sharp, M.A. 8d. 
Morning and Evening Prwyers for a Family, lid., in wrapper 2d. 
Short Morning and Evening Prayers for Working Peoule. Card, Id. 
Short Devotions selected Arom the Book of Common Prayer. Chiefly 

for the use of Sick Persons. 3d. 
Devotions for ChiMren and Young Persons. Id. 
Short and Simple Prayers for the use of Working Men with thei^ 

Families. In fcap. 8vo. fid. 
Daily Prayer for Families, sd. 
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A PBESBTTEBIAN OLEBQYMAN IiOOKINQ- 
FOB THE OHUBOH. (Abridged.) 12mo., cloth, 88. | 
■ cheap edition, 3s. 

FBICHABD.— Sermons, by the late Rev. James Cowles Pricbard, 
M.A. 4s. 6d. 

FBIEiST IN" ABSOLUTION, The : a Manual for such as are 
called unto the higher Ministries in the English Church. Part I. 
28. 6d. 

FBIE ST* S PBATEB B OOK, The. Containing Private Prayers 
and Intercessions; Offices, Readings, Prayers, Litanies, and 
Hymns, for the Visitation of the Siclcj Offices for Bible and 
Confirmation Classes, Cottage Lectnres, &c.; Notes on Con- 
fession and Direction; Remedies for Sin, &c., &c. Edited hj 
two Clergymen. Third edition. Cloth, 4s. 6d.; limp roan, 6s. j 
'. Lifnp calf, 7s. ; Limp morocco, 8a. With Common Prayer, 28. 6d. 

additional. 
Responsal to thk OmcBs of thk Sick in the Priest's Prayw 

Book . I s. 
Parochial Otficbs, Id. School Officbs, Second edition, id. 

Reprinted from the " Priest's Prayer Book.** 

FBISONSBS OF OBAIGMAOAIBB. A Story of "'46.»» 
Edited by the Author of '* The Divine Master,'* &c. is. 

FBYNNE, The Bev. G. E. 
^ . Plain Parochial Sermons. Second Series. Demy 8vo., 10s. 0d. 

Eucharistic Manual, consisting of Instructions and Devotions 
for the Holy Sacrament of the Altar, f^om various sources. 
Is. 6d., cloth ; cheap edition, Is. 

A Few Plain Words about what every Christian ought to Knowy 
Believe, and Do in order to be saved. 2d. 

3?BAIjT!EjB, The ; or Seven Ordinary Hours of Pray«r, acoordisit 

to the use of the Church of Sarum. Beautifully printed and 

bouud in antique parchment. Reduced to 15s. 
JPY!E2. — ^A Short Ecclesiastical History: from the conclusion of the 

Acts of the Apostles, to the Council of Nice, a.d. 32ft. By the 

Rev. H. J. Pye. Is. 6d. 

QUESTIONS AND ANST/TBBS XliliTTSTBATIVB 

OF THE CHUBOH CATECHISM:. For the Use of 

Young Persons. New Edition. 4d. Cloth 6d. 
QTTESTIONS FOB SEIiF-EXAMIKATION"fortheUae 

of the Clergy. 6d. 
QtJBSTIoifs ON OHBISTIAN DOOTBINB AND 

FBACTICE. Id. 
BAINE, BOS A. 

Rosa's Summer Wanderings. 68. 

The Queen's Isle. Chapters on the Isle of Wight, wherein Church 
Truths are blended with Island Beauties. 2nd edition. 3s. 6d. 

:. Versesfor Church Schools, fid. 

BAINY MOBNINGS AVTTH AUNT MABBIi; or, In- 
cidents in Church Missions. 18mo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
BEADING LESSONS FBOM SCBIPTUBE HIS- 
■ TOBY, for the Use of Schools. Royea l8mo., limp cloth, 6d. 

BEADINGS FBOM HOLY SOBIFTUBE. is. 6d. 2nd 
Series. 2s. 

^45f^St,SI? '^^^^^ HISTOBY OF JOSEPH AND 
HIS BBBTHBBN. Fcap. evo., 88. j limp cloth, 28. 
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BBGOIiIiSOTIONB OF A BOIiDIBB'S 'WTDO'W. 

New Edition with Appendix, fid. 
JEtSSiiD.'—Adyentureg of Olaf Ttyg^ewm, Kins of Norwagr. A Tale 

of the Tenth Century, showing how Christianity waB introdaced 

Into Norway. By Mrs. J. J. Reed. 8s. fid. 
HSSPOBMATIOJOTa Progress of the Church of England since tht. 

fid., cloth 9d. 

BBFOBMSjD VHtliAOSs or. Past and Present. Fcap. 8¥#. 

cloth. Is. fid. Is. wrapper. 
BSaiSTEB OF BAPTISMS, MARRTAQBS, AZTD 

gUBlAIiS* on Parchment and Paper. 
IST£B OF FEBSONS CONFIBMED AND 

ADMITTED TO HOIiT COMMUNION. For MO 

namfts, 48. fid. For 1000 names 78. fid. half-bound. Paper as. fid. 

per qaire. 
BEGISTSB OF SISBMONS, FBBACHEBS.fto. Fcajp. 

4to. boand 4s. fid. 
BXiVSIiATION, The, of Jasus Cvrist, explained agreeably to 

the Analogy of Holy Scripture. By a Clergyman, fie. 
BSVBRS»7GB BUB TO HOLT FIiAOSS AND HOXiT 

THINOS. ad. 
BOBBBT and EIjIjSN. 18mo., cloth, la. 

BOBBBTS, a. E. 

iSnuwbouiid in Cleeberrie Orange. A Christmas Story. 9«. fid. 

The Rocks of Worcestershire : their Minexml Character afttt Foftill 
Contenta. Foap. 8vo.| cloth, 6s. 

Charley*8 Trip to the Blaclc Mountain, fid. 

BOCH AT.— Harry's Help. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. la. 

BOCKSTBO, W. S. 

Stories on the Commandments. The Second Table : '* My duty 
towards my Neighbour.'* is. fid. ckoth, and in a packet. 

Abbey Lands» A Tale. Peap. 8vo. doth, fts. 

The Choristers of S. Mary*8. A Legend of Christmas- Tide. ' 4d. 

BOOT OF THE MATTBB, The j or the Village aaas. is. fid. 

doth, is. wrapper. 
BOSS].— Morn log and Evening Prayera,selectedby theBeir.fl. J. 

Rnse,M.A., when Vicar of Horsham, fid. 
BtTSS!EjIjI«.— Lays concerning the £arly Church, BytKeRey.J.F. 

Russell, is. fid. 

BTTTH OSBOBNS, THX! NT7BSB. Price fid. 

BtTTH liSVISONs or, Working and WaiUug. la. fid.i paper 

cover, is. 
8. AIiBA N'S ; or, the Prisoners of Hope. By the Author of " The 

Dfviiie Master •* Fcap. 8vo.. ss. 
8AOBAMSNTABIUM SCCtiBSIiB OATHOLIC^. 

A S^tcramentary designed to incorporate the contents of all the 

Sacrameotaries anywhere UKcd In the Church, previous to the 

ifith century. Part I., Advent to Christmas, sa. od. cloth i U. fid. 

wrapper, 
BAND,T.OtnB. 

Sylvester Enderby, the Poet. Ss. fid. 

Voices of Christmas. A Tale. Sa. 

BANKET. -Bible Exercises, adapted to the Serrlcts of the Churck 
of EoglancL and designed chiefly for Sunday Schools. By the 
Rev. Philip Sankey. Teacher's copy, td. RapU*s copy* fid. 



32 WOKKft PUBLISHED VT J. If ABTt&tf 

BORlVTUmS BXSABINa IiBSSOKS FOB I«ITTLX 
OHUjDBEN. By a Lady. Witli a Preface by the Lord 
Bishop of Oxford, is. Od. Second Series* Ss. Complete Id 
oneyoi., 3m. 6d. 

8EI<:ECTI0NS, NBW ATSTD OIiB. With a Preface by tte 
Lord Binhop of Oxford. Fcap. 8vo. 48. 6d. 

8X!NT£NOSS from the Woiks of the Author of "Amy Herbert.** 

selected by permission. 28. 

SICBMON'S HSGISTISB* by which an account may be kcft 
of Sermons, the number, subject, and when preached. Post 4to., 
is. 

8STEN CORPOBAIi "WOBKS OF MEBOT, tUnatrated 
In Seven Outliue Engravings. Ss. dd. plain} ds. coloured. For 
hanging in Schools. 

SEVEN SPIBITITAIi "WOBKS OF MEBOT. illnstrated 
in Seven Outline Engravings* 8s. 6d. plain j ds. coloarcd. For 
haneing in Schools. 

SEVEN COBPOBAIi WOBK8 OF MEB07. Tn Verse. 
By the author of "The Daily Lite of a Christian Child." With 
Illustrations. 6d. 

8EVEN SPIRITUAIi "WOBES OF HEB07. In Verse. 
By the same author. Illustrated by Dalziel. 0d. 

SHIFLEV, The Ber. OBB7. 

The Purgatury of Prisoners : or an Intermediate Stage betweoi the 

Prison and the Public. Ss. 6d. 
Eucharistjc Litanies : from Ancient Sources. 1 8mo., cloth, ts. 6d. 
Bucharistic Meditations for a Month on the Most Holy Communion. 

Translated from the French of Avrillon. 48. { cheap edit, 

limp cloth, 28. dd. 
Daily Meditations : firom Ancient Sources. Edited by the Rev. 

Orl)y Shipley. Advent to Easter. Cloth, Ss. 6d. 
Daily Meditations for a Month> on some of the more moving truths 

of Christianity ; in order to determine the Soul to be in earnest 

in the love and service of her Gon. From ancient sources. 

Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley, cloth, is. 6d. 
A Treatise of the Virtue of Humility, abridged from the Spanish 

of Rodriguez } for the use of persons living in the world. In two 

parts. Part 1., doth. 98. 
The Divine Liturgy, and Daily Sacrifice. A Manual of Devotions 

for the Sacrament of the Altar. Parti., the Office for Holy 

Cdmmunlon. is.; cloth extra, is. dd. 
The Daily Sacrifice : a Manual of Spiritual Communion. Prom 

Ancient Sources. Edited by the Rer. Orby Shipley. MJL. 

Limp cloth, i8.{ cloth extra, is. 0d. 
Considerations on Mysteries of the Faith, newly translated and 

abridged from the Original Spanish of Luis de Qraaada. 

8s. cloth. 
Avrillon on theHOLT Sriair: Readings for Ascension and Whit- 
suntide. Translated and Abridged ftrora the Praodi of 

Avrillon. Ss. 
Spiritual Exercises ; Readhvgs for a Retreat of Seven Days. Trans- 
lated and abridged from the French of Bourdaloue. Edited 

bythe Rev. OrbyStol^ey. 28. 6d. 
. The Uturgies of 1449 and I d0S. Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley. 

Fcap. tvo.* cloth, SB. dd. ^ 
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JL BHOBT OTFIOX OF EVSISTING ABTD MOBKIirO 
PBAYBR for Pamiliet. 6d. 

SHORT SEBVICBS FOB DAHiT TTSi: IN FAMI- 
IiISS. Cloth. 18. 

8HOBT DUVOTIOIV^S FOB THE SEASONS: 

Complied for Purocbial Distributinn, by F. H. M. 
Devotions for the Semgoo of Adveot and ChristoiM* Id., or 78. per 109* 
Devotions for Epiphaay. id., or 7s. per 100. 
Devotions for Lent, ^d., or Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Devotions for Holy Week and Easter Eve. id., or a«. 6d. per 100. 
Devotions for Easter to Ascension, id., or 7s. per 100. 
Devotions for the Festival of the Ascension, ^d., or Ss. 8d. per 100. 
Devotions for Whitsantide. ^., or Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Devotions for the Festival of tlie Holy Trinity, id., or Ss. 0d. per 100. 
DevotionB for Fridays, id., or 7s. per lOO. 

Complete in wrapper, 7d., cloth 9d* 

SIMPItE T70BDS ON THE IiOBD'8 FBA7BB. In 
larg^etype. fid. 

SISTEB BOSAIjIE, lilFE OF. By the author of « Tales 
of Kirkbeck.** Second Edition. Cloth, is.; cheap edition, 6d. 

8ISTEBS OF CHABITT, and someVisiU with them. 
Being: Letters to a Friend in England. Two Engravinys. Ss. 

SEIlirNEB, The Bev. J. 

The Revelatiou of the Antichrist, and how to receive it. is. 6d. 

Twenty-one Heads of Christian Daty, with Directions how to UM 

them. I3mo.« cloth, Is. 
Plea for the Threatened Ritual of the Church of Eng^land. 1 a. 0d. 

SMITH.— Sermons preached in H0I7 Week. By the Rev. C. F. 

SmUh,B.A. 68. 
SMITH.— The Devont Chorister. Thoagrhts on his Vocation, and a 

Manual of Devotions for his use. By Thomas F. Smith, BJDu 

Cloth, 98. ; calf, 38. Cheap edition, is. 

SMITH.— The Church Catechism illustrated by the Book of Com,. 
moti Prayer. By the Rev. Rowland Smith, M.A. 4d. 

SMITH— Lenten and Paschal Sermons. By the Rev. W. B. Soitlv 
Post Bvo., cloth, 08. ' 

SMITH.— Grace Alford ; or, the Way of Unselflahness. By C. IC 
Smith. l8mo., ls.6d, 

8MYTTAN.— CaaiST Slighted and Rejected. Two Sen«ons, 
preached at S. Andrew's, Wells Street, in Passion and Holy 
Weeks* 1656. By the Rev. G. H. Ss^yttan, BJl. la. 

SONNETS AND VEBSBS, from Home and Parochial Life. 
By the Rev. H. K. Cornish, M.A. Ss. 6d. 

SFEIiMAN.- History and Fate of Sacrilege. By Sir H. Spelmao, 
Knt. New Edition, 8vo. cloth, lOs. 6d. 

3PSaNCEB.— Scenes of Saburhtn life. By Anna B. F. Lelf h 
Spknckr. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6a. 

SFEBIjING.— Church Waiki in Middlesex: beingr a Seriet of Ec 
elesiological Notes, with- Appentfix. By the Rev. John Hanson 
Sperling, M.A. 8s. 6d. 

8'FIBITOF THE OHXTBOH.The. A Selection efArtidoafroai 
the Eecle9ia§He, Post 8vo., ys. od. 
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8PIBITTTAI1 VOTOBSFROM THE BffIDDI.:E2 JLaSS. 
Consistini^ of a Selection of Abstracts trom the Writing of the 
Fathers, adapted for the Honr of Meditation, and ooodudins witk 
a Biorraphfcal Notice of their Lives. 3s. 6d. 

8.FON BOB'S BUTT, The. To be riyen at Baptisms. St. M. 
per 100. On Card, printed in red and black, lU. 

■8TBSRB.~An Historical Slieteh of the Enirlish Brotherhoods whlcli 
existed at the bef;inning of the iBth centnry. By Dr. Steere. Od. 

8TISP8 TO THE AIjTAB: a Manual of Devotion for the 
Blessed Eucharist. By the Rev. W. £. Scadamore, M.A. Thirty- 
ninth edition. 

ROYAL 32mo., on toned paper, and rubricated. 

«. d. s. d. 

Cloth S Best Morocco 6 6 

Limp calf 4 Morocco panelled ..70 

Antiqottcalf 5 Limp morocco, do. . . 6 

Morocco plain 4 6 Morocco antique.*.. 8 6 

Kept also in a variety of gilt mountings, with clasps, crosses, &c. 
DRMY ismo., (original edition.) 

Limp cloth 1 Limpmoiocco 8 6 

Roan 8 Antique movocco ., i • 

Limpcalf 3 

DEMY l8mo, In large type. 
Cloth boards, 1 3 Limp calf, 3 6 Limp mor., 4 

IMPERIAL suno., cheap edition for dUtribntlon. 
Limp doth... 6 Roan, red edges .,.. 1 % 

8TONE, Mrs. 

Ellen Merton, or the Pie-nic. is. M. 

Handbook to the Cbrietian Year, for Yoong Pe<^«. 8s. M. 

8TOBIES ON THE LORD'S PRATER. Bytha Author 
of •* Amy Herbert.'* Price 6d. 

8TORIE8 FOR CHRI8TMA8-TXDE. By the aathor of 
** The Sunbeam.** 2s. fid. 

STORIES FOR YOUKO 8ERVA!ErT8. With EngmYings. 
i8mo , cloth. Price 28. 

8TORT OF A BREAM, or the Mother's Christian Veivloa 
of Little Red Riding Hood. is. 

flTRBTTOW, The Rev. H. 

Guide to the I nflr m. Sick, and Dying. Price 68. 6d. 

The Acts of S. Mary Magdalene Considered in Sixteen Sennoae. 

•Price 78. fid. 
The Churdi Catechism explained end annotated pHaelpnlly as 

en aid to the Clergy in Oateebtxinff in jC)raiche8. Pntt I., 

is. cloth I Part II., the Creed. 4S. 
The Church Catechism Explained, for the Aid of Young Pereone. 

Part First. Ahridged from the above. Price 2d. 
The Child's Catechism. Id. 
A Gite<Aiiem of First Truths of Christfhnlly Introteekory to the 

Church Catechism. Id. 
A Brief Catechtom of the Bible, fid., eloth 8d. 
The Scholar's Manual of Devotians, includinc the Ckvch Cate. 

chism, Ac. 84. ; cloth. 4d. 

*^55??!r'"'**^®'*«***«»'«*CI«1itlM Meinorta]8.oii sheet; •8,«Lf 
mounted on canvas and yaaOsbcil, with roUer, fie. 
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BUOKliXK'G, The late Be^. B. A. 

Memoir* with Corre8poad«iice. B7 the late ReT. I. Williams, 

B.O, New Edition. Fcap. 8to., 5t. 
Sermons. Edited by the late Rev. I. WilliamSyB.D. New Edit., 58. 
Family Prayers adapted to the coarse of the Ecclesiastical Yeas. 

is. Cheap edition, 6d. 
Holiness in the Priest's Household. Second edition. 0d. 
Maunal for CunllrmatioD and First Communion. Cloth, Od. 

SUMMBBIjEIQH MANOB; or. Brothers and Sisters. A Tate. 

Fcap. 8vo. 4S. 
SJTNB'EJLM. ; or, the Misused Gift. By the author of " My Christ^ 

mas Home,*' &c. 6s. 

STrNDAT AliPHABET, The little Christian's. 4d.) enamel 
wrapper, 6d.{ eolonred* is. 

BUNSETTING ; or. Old Afrein its Glory: a story of happiness, 
peaee, and contentment. 6d. 

BUNTEB'S DESIGNS FOB GBAVESTONES. Oh 
Sheets, 28. 6d. each, by post 9s. 7d. 
Nos. 1 and 2, Head stones; S, Sepulchral Slabs; 4, Memorial Cro«>8es. 

SUSAN SFEIiIjMAN ; a Tale of theSillt MUls. By the Author 
or '* Betty Coruweil." (Jd. 

SYDNEY, E. S. B. 

A Chronicle of Day by Day. Fcap. 8to., 58. 
A Life's Search. Pcap. 8vo., cloth 4s. 6d. 

TAIiBS fob me to BJDAD to MYSEIiF. With 12 
Engravings, l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

TALES OF CBOWBBID0E TVOBKHOirSE. Blind 
Charlie; The Three Friends ; Cousin Jane. By M. A. B. With a 
Prefiace by Louisa Twining. Fcap. 8vo., 28., cloth, or the Tales 
separate in a packet. 

TAYXiOB, Bp. Jeremy, Prayers contained in the Life of Christ. 
Fcap. 8to., dolh, 2b. 6a. 

TEAIjE.— Uvea of Eminent English Dirines. By the Rev. W. H. 
Teale, M.A. With engravings. Ss. 

Life of Bishop Andrewes, is. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Bishop BuH. gd. Life of Bishop Wilson, 1 s. 

Life of Jones of Nayland. la. 

' THINKING- FOB ONESEIiF ; or, an Adventure of the 
Carewca. Reprinted from "The Monthly Packet.'* By the late 
Editor of " Events of the Month." 18mo., 2a. cloth. 

THOMPSON, The Bev. H. 

Davidica. Twelve Practical Sermons on the Life and Character 

of David, King of Israel, published in 1827. Demy 8vo., Ss. 
Concionaiia ; Outlines ot Sermons for Parochial Use throughout 

the Year. New edition, 7s. 6d. 
Original Ballads, by Living Authors, 1850. Edited by the Rev. 

H. Thompson, M.A. With beautiful Illnstrations. 7s. 6d., 

morocco lOs. 6d. 
The Sunday School. A Lecture. Second edition, revised and 

enlarged. 4d. 

THOtTGHTS IN SOUTTTDE. Post 8vo. as. 6d. 

THBIFT ; or, Hinte for Cottage Housekeeping. By the anthor of 
" A Trap to Catch a Sunbeam." ad. 
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"WHalilAMS, Thd late Her. I. 

The Altar I or Meditations in Verse on the H0I7 OommimioB. 

Bjr the author uf ** The Cathedral.** 88. fid. 
Hymns on the Catechism. 6d., cloth is. 

^VHjMSH CJBST.— Six Sermons, by the Rev* A. T. WUmsharst. It. 

'WINDSOR.'^ScrmonB for Soldiers. Preached at Home and 
Abroad. By 8. B. Windsor, M.A., Chaplain to the Forces. Pcap. 
8VO-, 38. 6d. 

'WINGED WOBDS. By A. H. 98. 6d. 

A "WINTEB IN THE EAST, in Letters to fhe ChUdren it 
Home. By P. M. 1 8mo. 8s. 

WOODFOBD, The Rev. J. B. 

Sermons preached in varioas Churches of Bristol. Seeoiad Edition. 

7s 6d. 
Occasional Sermons. Vol. I., 78. 6d. Vol. tl., 78. 6d. 

TTTOOD'WABD.— Demoniacal Possession, its Nature and Cessa- 
tion. A prize essay. By the Rev. T. Woodward, M. A. 8s. 

'WBOTH.— Five Sermons on some of the Old Testament Types of 
Holy Baptism. By the Rev. Warwicic R. Wroth, B.A. Post 8vo., 
cloth, 38. 

'w xNTSTBlB, The : or. Many Men, Many Minds. A Tale of eveiy- 
day lile. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 68. 

'S'OBEE.—Cottagre Homes } or, Tales on the Ten Commandments. 
By Miss H. Yorlce. l8mo. cloth, as.} or the Tales separately, in 
a packet, Ss. 

TOUNQ CHUBOHMAN'B ALPHABET. By the Author 
of " The Grandfather's Christmas Tale,'* &c. With Uloatrations 
of the chief events in our Lord's Life, drawn and engraved bj 
R. and H. Dudley. 6d. 



CHURCH MUSIC. 

B7BICHABD BEDHEAD. 

Book of TiuLM adapted to " Hymns Aneient and Modem." 

One Hundred and Ninety-seven Hymn Tunes for the 
several Seasons of the ChrUtiui Year, with an Appendix, and 
Index of Tunes to " Hymns Ancient and Modero.*' Demy 8vo., 
cloth, 4s. { Vocal Score, 8s. 

'A Set of Ten Tunes for Advent, Ei>mhan7, Iient, 
Easter, Asoension, "Wldtsuntide, JPridays, and All 
Saints, arranged from Dr. Tye (1568). Worda interlined, la. 6d. 

The Music of the Introits. Containing: Introits for all the 
Seasons from Advent to Advent, with the oooaaioual Festivals. 6s. 

Beffponses to the Ck>mmandments, Greeds, Oflfortory 
Sentences, Sanotuses, and Glorias. Price 8*. 

Music for the Office of the Holy Oommunion, (Second 
Series) containinir foar Kyriei» ) two SHnctaaea t the Liiao's Prayer 
(after the Communion) harmonised, founded on Merbeoke j four 
Glorias in Excekis. 3s. 6d. 

^^^•Ofrertory Sentences tpom. the Book of Gommon 
£nrayer. The Musio arranged fktnaMcibeoke. M.Od. 
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fTwb OfRirtory Anthems, it. 

Tlie Anthems for the Seven Bays before Christmas, 
and for Good Friday, ss. 6d. 

" O My People, what have I done unto thee P" Antbem 
for Qood Friday, is. 

Hymns and Canticles nsed at Morning and Bvening 
Prayer. Pointed and Set to the Ancient Psalm Tones, ss. Gd. 

'* "Wlio are these like stars appearing P** Hymn for All Saints' 
Day. 3s. 6d. 

lUIiserere mei, Deus. Psalm 6i, as sungr in the Commination 
Service. 3d. 

Fhe Order for the Burial of the Bead. Printed from the 
Book of Common Prayer: the Musical Notation (from Merbecke'a 
Booke of Common Praier Noted, 1550) Harmonised. Intended 
for the use of Choirs. ls.» 9s. per doz. 

fiT THB BXSV. T. HSIiMOIUS, M.A. 

B. Mark's Chant Book. (lo daily ase at S. Mark's College 
Chapel, Chelsea.) 48. fid. 
Part I. The Chants in fall for each MomlniT and EveniniT' 88. tfd. 
Part II. The Table of the Chants, is. 

Syninal Noted, or Translations of the Ancient Hymns of the 
Church, set to their proper melodies. Cloth, 5s. 

Accompanying Harmonies to the Hynuxal Noted. Royal 
8TO. lOs. Od. Parts I. and 11. 08. 6d.each. 

ALOCompanying Harmonies to the Psalter Noted, ss. 

&.ocompanying Harmonies to the Brief Bireotory of Plain 
Song. is. od. 

Fhe Canticles Noted. 4d. 

Fhe Psalter Noted. 2s. 6d. 

manual of Plain Song. The Canticles and Psalter to^etlier. 
39. 0d. dothi antique calf, 7b. tfd.; royal 8vo., cloth, 9s. 

BT H. J". OAUNTIiBI^T, MUS. DOO. 

Fhe Psalter, or Psalms of David, pointed as they are to be sung 
in Churches, adapted to the Ancient Church Tones. Clotb* Is. 

Fhe Canticles of Morning and Evening Prayer, with ths 
Creed of S. Athanasius, adapted to the Church Tones. 4d. 

3horal Berrice of the Book of Common Prayer, as ap. 
pointed to be sung. Part I. The Canticlks, Vkrsiclks, and 
RiCiiPONMBs forMORNiNo and Evbnino Pratkr. Part II. The 
Athanasian Crkro, the Litanv, and Officb op HoLvCoti. 
M UNION. In full score, suited to Cathedrals, Parish Choirs, Arc. 
Royal ftvo., bold music type, price is. 6d. each Part, or bound 
together in cloth, price 3s. dd. 

Fhe Canticles in the Morning and Evening Services, 
pointed correctly for chanting, with chants varied to suit the 
character of the words. 4d., cloth 6d. 
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TOWEB BUIIiDEBS ; and THS TT/^O MSB* 

CHASI'TS: Two Alteffories. 9d. 

TBACTS FOB THE IVOBKINGh PEOPLE. BySoi- 

thenes. Cloth, Is. 4cl. 

TOMLrNTS, The Bev. B. 

Sermons for the Holy Seasons. 6S. 

Tonbridge School Chapel. Stanzas. 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Advent Sermons. (First Series ) Four Sermons for the Four 
Advent Snndays, on Christian Preparation } the Holy Scrip- 
tures ; the Christian Ministry ; Christ's Advents. 
(Second Series.) 1 he Four Niffht Watches } being Pour Sermons 
on Childhood, Youth, Manhood, Age. Originally dedicated, 
with permission, to the late Rev. Professor Blunt. IllustratMl 
by copious reference to the Advent Services. Seeood edition, 
in pne vol.. 2s. fid. 

TBUST. Bythe Author of "The Begrinnlngs of Evil." ISmo. 28. 

TUTE, The Bev. J. S. 

Holy Times and Scenes. Ss. Second Series, Ss. 
The Champion of the Cross : an Allegory. 28. 6d. 
TWIN S, The ; or, "Thy Will be done." Price 8d. 

TWO GIJABDIANS, The ; or^ Home in this World. By the 
Author of "The Heir of Redcb'ffe." Third edition. 6s. 

TWO FBIENDS, The : or Charley's Escape. By the author 
ot " LitUe Waiter, the Lame Chorister," &c. 6d. 

VAIiIiET OF XiIIjIES, The. By Thomas k Kempis. 4d. 

cloth ; 8d., cloth gilt. 

VEBSES AND PIGTIJBES, illustrating the Life of our Leas. 
A packet of Reward Cards for Children. Is. 

VEBSES FOB THE SUNDAYS AND HOXiIDATS 
OF THE CHBISTIAN YEAB. By the Author of the 
" Daily Ufe of the ChrUtian Child," &c., with lilastrations. 28. 

VICTOBIA AND HEB CONTBMPOBABY SOVE- 
BEIGNS. i8mo.,6d. 

VID AL, Mrs. F. 

Home Trials, ismo., cloth, 2s. 
Esther Merle, and other Tales, is. fid. 

A VHiliAQE STOBY FOB VHiIiAOE MAIDENS. 
In Three Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Three 
Starts m Life. Three Parts, 9d: each, or One Vol. doth M. Od. 

A VOYAGE TO THi! FOBTUNATE ISLES. An 
AJlegorv of Life. Is., cloth is. fid. ' 

WAKEFIELD, EHza. 

Charades from History , Geography, and Biography. Is. 6d^. 
Mental exercises (or Juvenile Minds. 2s. 

WALCOTT, The Bev. M. E. C. 

TheJuterior of a Otithic .Minbter. A Lecture delivered at the 

Architectural Museum, South Kensington, April 2fi, 1864. 

Demy 9vo. is. 
The Precinct of a Gothic Minster. A Lecture delivered before 

the Cambridge Architectural Society, 1864, and the Architae- 

tural Museum, 1865; is. 
Cathedralia. A Constitutional History of Cathedrals of the Weat> 

ernCnurch. 8vo.,4s. 
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WAHING.— Annuals and Perennials i or, Seed-ttme and HarreMT. 
By C. M. Wariiiff . Demy 8vo., beautifully Illustrated, 6s. 

WAS IT A BBBAMP ana THE NE"W OHTJBCH- 
YAHD. By the Author of "Amy Herbert.** li. 6d. j paper, is. 

WATSOTT, The late Rev. A. 

The Seven Bayintrs on. the Cross. Sermons. 38. 6d. 

jKavs the Giver and Falflller of the New Law. Eight Sermona 

on the beatitudes. Ss. 6d. 
Sermons for Sundays, Festivals, Fasts, &c. Edited by the lafe 
Rev. A. Watson, M.A. Ss. 6d. each. 
Snd Series, .3 vols.—ist Sunday la Advent to the S6tb Sunday 

after Trinity. 
Srd Series, 1 vol. — Some occasional offices of the Prayer Book. 
A Catechism on the Book of Common Prayer. 2s. 

"WEST , The Hev. J. B. 

Parish Sermons on the Chief Articles of the Christian Faith. 6b. 

On the Figures and Types of the Old Testament, is. 6d. 

Questions and Answers on the Chief Truths of the Christian 

Religion, for the assistance of younger Teachers and Monl> 

tors. Id. or 7s. per 100. 
Questions on the Chief Truths of the Christian Religion, intended 

for the use of higher classes. 3d. 
"What mean ye by this Service?" Exodus xil. 26. Some Ac 

count of tlie Meaning of the Chief Service of the Christian 

Religion. 4d. 

Reasons for being a Churchman. Founded on the Holy Scrip- 
tures. 4d. i cheap edition, for distribution, l^d. 

Tracts on Church Principles. Nos. 1 to 12, cloth, is. 6d. 

Prayers and Hymns for Sunday Schools, 2d. 

WHITTEHE AD.— College Life. Letters to an Undergraduate. 
By the late Rev. T. Whytehead. New edit. Edited by the Rev. 
W. N. Griffin, M.A. 2s. 6d. 

WUiFOBD, FliOBENCE. 

Play and Earnest. A Tale. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 58. 

The Master of Churchill Abbott, a«d his Little Friends. Ss. Od. 

A Maiden of Our Own Day. Fcap* 8vo., fia. > 

An Author's Children. l8mo.. Is. 

WIIiBRAHAlO:, FBAKCES M. 

The Loyal Heart, and other Tales for Boys. Translated from 
the German. With Engravings. Snd Edit. 2s. 6d. cloth j In 
a packet, 28. * 

History of the Klnirdom of Jadah, ttom the Desth of Sermon 
to the Babylonish Captivity. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

WIIiE^Ili 6.~Threescore Years and Ten. By the late G. Wilklns, 
1>.|>., Archdeacon of Nottingham. 28. 6d. 

'WIIiKINB, The Bev. J. M. 

Early Church History. A l^ecture delivered before the Uteniiy 
Society, Soutliwell, Notts, December 1 2, 1 854. 8d. 

WHiKINSON.— Mis^on Sermons. Twenty-flve Plain Sermons 
preached in London and Country Cburcties and Missions. By 
J<itaa Uourdieu Wilkinson, B.A., Assistant Prie»t of S. Peter'8, 
Plymotttb. Fcap« 9vo., Second edition, ss. 6d. 
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The Canticles arranged for Antiphonal OhBSkting aooord* 

ing to the Anglican Uee. By the Rev. K. F. Laurence, M. A., 

Vicar of Chal(rrove, Oxon. Price U. 

This wfirk is pulilished in Two Partn, tn be sold- tog^ether. Part 1. 

Decani. Part II. CanTortft. The pceiiUarity of this edition consists 

in the use of colour to mark the pauses to be marie in the practice of 

Anti|>honaI Cfaanttnir ; the rule simply bctnic, that wherever a pei>on 

may be placed he is to chant only the parta iMinted io black, letiViag 

the red to take care of themselves. 

Ancient English Choral Services of the Sixteenth Gen* 
tury. Edited by the Rev. John JebU D.D. Is. 
I. Venite exultemus. II. Commuulon service by Thomas Caustun. 

The Slnglish Psalter, adapted to the ancient Ecclesiastical 
Chant, with the Canticles and Proper Psalms pointed on a new 
and easy method; with Introductory iDHtructions and Scheme 
of Tones. 18mo., 3s. ; in quantities 2s. 6d. 

The Tones. Arrang-ed for Four Voices, with Organ or Piano- 
forte Accompaniment. 8vo., '2s. (id. 

A very Easy Burial Seryioe, for Village Choirs. By Frederick 
Helmore, Esq. 8vo., Od. 

Te. Deiim Iiaudamm* set to Short Chants. By Frederick Hel- 
more. 4d. ■ " 

Burial Office Noted, for Parochial Use. fid. 

The Festival Psalter; being the Proper Psalms for the Four 
Great Feasts adapted to Gregorian Tones. By the Rev. T. F. 
Ravenshaw, and W. S. Rockstro, Esq. Cloth is. 4d., Wrapper Is. 

Hymns of the Church, Pointed as they are to be Chanted i 

together with the Versicles, Litany, Responses, &c., by T. 

Tallis. Arranged by Mr. Pearsall. Is. 
Kyrie Bleison; or. Responses to the Commandments. Compiled 

tttttn a Qiiintett by Winter. 4d. 
The Prefaces in the Office of the Holy Communion, with 

their Ancient Chant. By the Rev. J. L. CrcMnpton, M.A. 98. 6d. 

Music as sung in the Church of S. Paul, Newton Abbot^ 

Pevon. Compiled from Merbeckeand other Authentic Sources, 
- and arranged in a simple form for Ordinary Days. By George O. 

Browne, Organist. Te Deum, Sd. : Kyrie Eleison, 2d. j Preces 

and Responses, 4d. 
Te Deum, Jubilate, Sanctus, Kyrie, lCagnificat»and Nuno 

Dimittis. Four Parts and Accompaniment. By T. L. Fowle, 

Mas. Due. 2s. fid. 
Ninety-five Chants, Ancient and Modem, appropriated to the 

Canticles. By the Rev. C. S. Grueber, B.A. Fcap. 4to., Is. 

Te I>eum, set to a simple chant for Village Choirs. By the Rev. 

J. W. Rum^ey. 2d. 
Gregorian and other Chants, adapted to the Psalter and Can. 

tides, as pointed to be sung in Churches. Is. fid. 
The Bight Gregorian Tones, witb their several endings se. 

parately. 4d. 
Dies Iro. Translated into English metre, by W. jJ Irons, D.D., 

with the Music, by Charles Child Spencer, Esq. Ss. fid. English 

Words, 3s. Bd. per 100. 
Dies Ir». Set to easy Mnsic in short score by the Rev. H. B. 
,, Uavergal. 3d. Suited to Parish Choirs and slctiools. 
Misererei Psalm £i, (Commination Service,) set to the 0th Tone, 

with Accompaniment. By Spenser Nottingham. Sd* 
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Hymns of the Holy Bastem Chur^i. Set to Musie for Ttmt 

Voices, by S. 8eiKliiiv> Fcap. 4to. J 8. 
8. Michael's Hymns. Containing: "O Paradise ;•» "The Land 

beyond the Sea;** ** Hoi.v Spi>riT. Lord of Light." The Music ' 

composed by Edwin Linter. Third edition. 6<l. 

Hymns of the IS astern Church, The Endless Allelnfa, and 
other Hymns. Set to Music an<i Dedicated to tlie Right Rev. the 
Lord Bishop of Rochester, by Artliur Henry Brown, Ocganist of 
Brentwood, Essex. 4to., is. 

"Jerusalem the Golden," from the Rhythm of Bernard de Mor- 
laix, set to Music in Four Parts, by Edmund Seddmg:. ad. 

" Sun of my SoTil.'* From the " Christian Year.** Set to Music 
in Four Parts, by Edmund Sedding. Sd. 

Hymn for the Opening of a New School, i d. 

Confirmation Hymn. id. 



CAROIiS. 

ml 

Christmas Carols. In sets of Four, Od. each sett or bound 
toother, is. 04. The Words alon;e, id. 

" Last Night I Lay a Sleeping." A Christmas Carol. The 
Music by H. J. Gauntlett, Mus. Doc. 0d. 

"'Hark to the Merry Bells." A Christmas Carol. In Duet, 
ChoruA, and Solo. The Words and Music composed by T. L. 
Fowie, Mus. Doe. is. 

The Poor Man's Christmas CaroL On Card, with Music, id. 

Slvers Carols for Christmass and Sundry Tydes of Holy 
Church, with apt Notes to sing *em withail, newly set forth in 
lit and sober Composures. By Arthur Henry Brown. Is. Hd. 

" When Christ was Bom." A Christmas Carol, from the Har- 
letan MS. in the British Museum. Set to Music by A. H. Brown. 
Dedicated to the Bishop of Oxford, is. 

A Carol for New Tear's Day. Set to Music by A. H. Brown. 
Dedicated to the Bishop of Brechin. 1 s. 

An Hpiphany Carol. Set to Music by A. H. Brown. Dedicated 
to tiie Rev. Dr. Pusey. is. 

Sastor Carol. Set to MuMc by A. H. Brown. Dedicated to thr 
Bishop ot Salisbury, l s. fid. 

" Joyful Bise, O Christian People I" M usic bv the Rer. O. H. 
Curteis. Words by the Rer. A H. Wyatt; •• Walien, Christian 
Children !'* Words and Melody by the Rev. S. C. Hamerton. 4d. 

" Joy and Gladness." A Christmas Carol. Written to an Ancient 
Melody, by the Rev. J. M. Neale, .M.A. Harmonized for Four 
Voices, with or without accompaniment, by the Rev. S. S. Great- ' 
heed, M.A. Price Gd. 

A Collection of Ancient Carols for Christmas and other 
Tides. Arranged for Four Voices. By Edmund Sedding, 
. Editor of ** Aadent ChrUtmas Carols," &c. Is. fid. Words Ud. 

Dives and Lasarus. A Christmas Carol . written to an old melody 
by the late Dr. Neale, not hitherto published, and anasged for 
four voices. By Edmund Sedding. Sd. 




Harrative Hymne for VOlaea Schools. Bf M" 
Accompanying Tuae? to the HTmna for X^ant ChildrsD. ' 
The Child's Oroce before and after Most. Set to tlmpli 
Prose HJ-mu for Children; By the Ktr. W, J. JcnklBi, RaMol 

" He is eomiQB, He is oomiuE." Hjmn for Adimt. Woid* bj 

Un C. V. AlHuiKr. MuiS bj iht Rti. a. T. Cwld, H.A. 

' 3d., on emrt <Si. 

SorreHt Hymn, " O aln^ tbe ^n^ of HarvcM." By R. C.| fnm 

. tbe Gtntrdian. Set to Muikc for Pour Voice*, mult^tq farordJnuy 

Harvest Hviuit. ^^nrdi by tha Rav.j.li. Nnle. The Uiola 

c..rT,,...~in i.v n,.„fy r. Dniliair]. M. 
KiDB Alfred's Hymn, ■• At the Sun to brl»bl*r Hklei." At. 

I,i.LU,'<L<i>dnL'Li'iit i.iu>ic,by Di. smttb. M. 
"The Threotoitt Hoiivensof Olorloua Hela^t." Th»woT<li 

BoHKBOtthorouneFilgiim.frnni-PiKal tbe Fll^m." Set 
to Muilc by W. Pox, wltB iDtroductory Remuka by the Re*. ■. 

A BODB ioi (Jia TlmaB. WanU by the Rer. J. M. KcBla. Tlia 
MubTc (uTaoEei1forFourVotcei}b7the)t>T. J. W.RDDiHy. Sd. 

"-Dear la the Uornina Qale of BprinK." a Swnwl Sonc. 
The Poe»; Cram the " CbtliUu rur."ThB Uo^ by J. F. D. 

Do the Bedb'reast: ■ Sods. The Worda by the lite Rev. a. 
C.irntih. TheM.»lchlT.J.Jon«. H. 

"Hera'e to the Cauoa, to that OoodCausa." The Woriii 
by the Rev. J. M. MeaJe. Set to Maalc In Poor Pwts, by A. H, 

"The Better Land." Tb* PwirybyMn. Hemani. Tbe Mneli 

Oollaota tor the Foiirth and Seventeenth Btmdava »fl«i 
. Tnnltr. Tbe Muiic by Mt%, Wllliini wstren. Dedicaied ti 
«ieMcMHonoQt»blHltie»HrehloBeMO*La»iilomii). Frt« la. 
Aa OboTUtera Hrma. Qu Card, td. 

lA Om^U Cttlttlogiu tufptUd 0% appHcallon.J 



